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LIFE

OF

FRANCIS BEAUMONT,
1811.

Fraxcis BeavmonT was third son of Francis, the judge, and
born at Grace Dieu, Leicestershire, in the year 1586. In 1596,
he, with his two brothers, Henry and Jolin, was admitted a gen- -
tleman commoner of Broadgate-hall, now Pembroke-college, Ox- -
ford. Wood, who refers his education to Cambridge, has mis-
taken him for his cousin Francis, master of the Charter-house,
who died in 1624, an error not at all wonderful, inasmuch as
there were four Francis Beaumonts of this family, all living in
1615, and of these, three were poets, viz. the master of the
Charter-house, the dramatic writer, and one who was a Jesuit.
The subject of this article studied some time in the Inner
Temple, and his Mask of the Inner Temple and Gray’s Inn, was
acted and printed in 1612-13, when he was only in his twenty-
sixth year. His application to the Jaw was probably not very
intense; he devoted himself to the Dramatic Muse from an
early period; but at what time he commenced a partnership with
Fletcher is not known. The date of their first plays is in 1607, -
when Beaumont was in his twenty-first year: in all the editions
of their works, and in every notice of their joint productions,
notwithstanding Fletchers seniority, the name of Beaumont
stands first. Their connection, from similarity of taste and
studies, was very intimate; they lived together on Bank-side, not
far from the play-house, both bachelors, and it is said that they
had one bench between them, and that they made use of the
same clothes, cloak, &c. and that Beaumont’s chief business was
’ to



6 LIFE OF FRANCIS BEAUMONT.

to correct the overflowings of Fletcher’s wit. The latter part
of this allegation is not admitted by certain writers, particu.
larly Sir Egerton Brydges, who suspects that great injustice has
been done to Beaumont, by the supposition that his merit was
principally confined to lopping the redundancies of Fletcher. The
editors of the Biographia Dramatica say, “ It is probable that the
forming of the plan, and contriving the conduct of the fable,
the writing of the more serious and pathetic parts, and lopping
the redundant branches of Fletcher’s wit, whose luxuriances
frequently stood in need of castigation, might be in general
Beaumont’s portion of the work.” This is to afford him high
prafse, and there are other facts to prove that he was considered
by his contemporaries in a superior light, and that this gstima-
tion of his talents was common in the life-time of his colleague,
who from candour, or friendship, appears to have acquiesced in
every respect paid to the memory of Beaumont,

How his life was spent his works will testify, The produc-
tion of so many plays, and the interest which he would naturally
take in their success, were sufficient to occupy his mind during
the short span of his mortal existence, which cannot be sypposed
to have been diversified by any other events than those incident
to candidates for theatrical fame and profit.

Mr. Beaumont djed in March 1615-16, and was buried in the
collegiate church of St. Peter, Westminster. The first edition
of his poems appeared in 1640. The only poem printed in Beau-
mont’s life-time was, Salmacis and Hermaphsoditus, from Ovid,
which he published in 1602, when he was only sixteen years
of age.

His original poems, says his biographer, give him very supe-
rior claims as a poet; he is generally mare free from metaphy-
sical conceits than his contemporaries, * His sentiments are ele-
gant and refined, and his versification is unusually harmonious.
His amatory poems ace sprightly and original, and some of his
lyrics rise to the impassioned spirit of Shakespeare and Milton.



LIFE

JOHN FLETCHER,

1811.

Jonx Fiercnes, son of Richard Fletcher, bishop of London,
was born in Northamptonshire, in 1576, and educated at Cam-
bridge. It is not known that he followed any profession except
that of a poet, in which capacity, as we have seen, he was the
inseparable partner of Francis Beaumont. He is said to have
written a comedy in partnership with Ben Jonson. .After the
death of Francis Beaumont, Fletcher is supposed to have con-
sulted James Shirley on the plots of several of his plays. He
died of the plague in 1625, and was buried in St. Mary Overy's
church, Southwark. Different accounts, it has already been ob-
served, are given both of the joint and separate title of each
author to the plays under the name Beaumont and Fletcher, and
of the share each took: in the plays written by them in common.
It is generally allowed by the most judicious critics that Beau-
mont excelled in that judgment which is requisite for forming
the plots, and Fletcher in the fancy and vivacity which charac-
terise the poet. Their plays, as may be seen in the present
volumes, are numerous, consisting of tragedies, comedies, and
mixed pieces. They were so popular for a long time, that they
almost engrossed the stage. In general their plots are more
regular than Shakespeare’s, their comedies are gay, and imitate
the language of genteel life better than Jonson’s, and their tra-
gedies have many poetical beauties and striking incidents and
characters. But their display of passion is rather the product of
study than of real observation, and in knowledge of the human

heart
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heart they fall many degrees short of Shakespeare. The plays
of Beaumont and Fletcher, though once so popular, are now
rarely acted. Most of them run into luxuriance, and abound in
grossness of language, which would not now be tolerated by any
decent audience. The poetical powers of Fletcher are very ad-
vantageously displayed in a piece of his sole composition, ¢‘ The
Faithful Shepherd,” a dramatic pastoral on the model of the Ita-
lian. It possesses many fine beauties, and has been imitated by
Milton in his Comus, but its plot is defective and unpleasant.
The reader will find much excellent criticism, and abundance of
Judicious remarks on the labours of this pair of poets, in the fol-
. lowing prefaces. The present edition is taken from Mr. Colman’s,
published in ten volumes, 1778, which is by far the most correct
of any that has hitherto appeared before the public.



PLAYERS' DEDICATION.

(FOLIO, 1647.)

To the Right Honourable PHILIP, Earl of PEmBrokE and MonT-
GOMERY; Baron Herbert of Cardiff and Sherlund; Lord Parr and Ross
of Kendall; Lord Fitz-Hugh, Marmyon, and Saint Quintin; Knight of
the Most Noble Order ¢l1f the Garter; and one of his Majesty’s most Ho-
nourable Privy-Council: and our singular good Lord.

MY LORD,

Tuxes is none among all the names of honour, that hath more encou-
raged the legitimate muses of this latter age, than that which is owing to
your family ; whose coronct shines bright with the native lustre of its own

- jewels, which, with the access of some beams of Sidney, twisted with their
flame, presents a constellation, from whose influence all good nay be still
expected upon wit and learning.

At this truth we rejoice, but yet aloof, and in our own valley; for we
dare’ not approach with any capacity in ourselves to apply your smile,
since we have only preserved, as trustees to the ashes of the authors, what
we exhibit to your honour, it being no more our own, than those imperial
crowns and garlands were the soldiers’, who were honourably designed for
their conveyance before the triumpher to the capitol.

But directed by the example of some, who once stcered in our quality,
and so fortunately aspired to choose your honour, joined with your (now
glorified) brother, (patrons to the flowing compositions of the then expired
sweet swan of Avon Shakspeare’; and since, more particularly bound to
your lordship’s most constant and diffusive goodness, from which we did
for many calin years derive a subsistence to ourselves, and protection to
the scenc (now withered, and condemned, as we fear, to a long winter and
sterility) we have presumed to offer to yourself, what before was never
printed of these authors.

Had they been less than all the treasure we had contracted in the whole
age of poesy (some few poems of their own excepted, which, already pub-
lished, command their entertainment with all lovers of art and language)
or were they not the most justly admired and beloved picces of wit and
the world, we should have taught ourselves a less ambition.

Be pleased to accept this humble tender of our duties; and, till we fail
in our obedicnce to all your comnmands, vouchsafe we may be known by
the cognizance and character of),

My Loerbp,
Your Honour’s most bounden,

Joun Lowin, ‘Joseprn TavLog,
Ricusrp RoBiNsoN, RosErT BENFEILD,
EvyLERD SWANSTON, TuoMmas PoLLARD,
Hvucn CLEARKE, WiLLiAM ALLEN,

StepueN HaMMERTON, THEOPHILUS BYRD.

! The example of some, &c.] i. e. Heminge and Condell ; who in 1623 published the first
edition of Shakespeare’s Works. They dedicated them to this same nobleman, then Earl of
Montgomery, and his elder brother, William Farl of Pembroke.

VOL. L. b Ma.



MR. SHIRLEY’S PREFACE.

(FOLIO, 1647.)

.

P OETRY is the child of nature, which, regulated and made beautiful by
art, presenteth the most harmonious of all other compositions; among
which (if we rightly consider) the dramatical is the most absolute, in
regard of those transcendent abilities which should wait ‘upon the com-

oser; who must have more than the instruction «of libraries (which of
itself is but a cold contemplative knowledge), there bing required in him
a soul miraculously knowing and conversing with all!mankind, enabling
him to express not only the phlegm and folly of thick-skinned men, but
the strength and maturity of the wise, the air and insinuations of the
court, the discipline and resolution of the soldier, the virtues and passions
of every noble condition, nay the counsels and characters of the greatest
princes.

This, you will say, is a vast comprehension, and hath not happened in
many ages. Be it then remembcered, to the glory of our own, that all
these are demonstrative and met in Beaumont and Fletcher; whom but to
mention is to throw a cloud upon all former names, and benight poste-
ity this book being, without flattery, the greatest monument of the
scefie that time and humanity have produced, and must live, not only the
crown and sole reputation of our own, but the stain of all other nations
and languagesf for it may be boldly averred, not onc indiscretion hath
branded this paper in all the lines, this being the authentic wit that made
Blackfriars an academy, where the three hours’ spectacle, while Beau-
mont and Fletcher were presented, was usually of more advantage to the
hopeful young heir, than a costly, dangerous, foreign travel, with the
assistance of a governing monsieur or signor to boot; and it cannot be
denied but that the young spirits of the time, whose birth and quality
made them impatient of the sourer ways of education, have from the atten-
tive hearing these pieces, got ground in point of wit and carriage of the
most severely-em Yoycd students, while these recreations were digested
into rules, and the very pleasure did edify. How many passable dis-
coursing dining wits stand yet in good credit, upon the bare stock of two
or three of these single scenes!

And now, Reader, in this tragical age, where the theatre hath been so
much out-acted, congratulate thy own happiness, that, in this silence of
the stage, thou hast a liberty to read these inimitable plays, to dwell and
converse in these immortal groves, which were only shewed our fathers
in a conjuring-glass, as suddenly removed as represented; the lund-
scape is now brought home by this optic, and the press, thought too
]érggnant before, shall be now looked upon as the greatest bencfactor to

“nglishmen, that must acknowledge alF the felicity of wit and words to
this derivation.

You may here find passions raised to that excellent pitch, and by such
insinuating degrees, thut you shall not choose but consent, and go along
with them, finding yourself at last grown insensibly the very same person
You read; and thens tand, admiring the subtil tracks of your engagement.
Fall on a scene of love, and you will never belicve the writers could lmlve

the
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the least room left in their souls for another passion; peruse a scene of
manly rage, and you would swear they cannot be expressed by the same
hands; but both are so excellently wrought, you must confess none, but
the same hands, could work them.

Would thy melancholy have a cure? thou shalt laugh at Democritus
himself; and but reading one piece of this comic variety, find thy exalted
fancy in Elisium; and when thou art sick of this cure, (for the excess of
delight may too much dilate thy soul) thou shalt meet almost in every leaf
a soft purling passion or spring of sorrow, so powerfully wrought high by
the tears of innocence, and wronged lovers, it shall persuade thy eyes
to weep into the stream, and yet smile when they contribute to their
own ruins. :

Intinitely more might be said of these rare copies; but let the inge-
nuous reader * peruse them, and he will find them so able to speak their
own worth, that they need not come into the world with a trumpet, since
any one of these incomparable pieces, well understood, will.prove a Pre-
face to the rest; and if the reader can taste the best wit ever trod our
English stage, he will be forced himself to become a breathing panegyric
to them all.

Not to detain or prepare thee longer, be as capricious and sick-brained
as ignorance and malice can make thee, here thou art rectified; or be as
healthful as the ipward calm of an honest heart, learning, and temper
can state thy disposition, yet this book may be thy fortunate concernment
and companion.

It is not so remote in time, but very many gentlemen may remember
these authors; and some, familiar in their conversation, deliver them upon
every pleasant occasion so fluent, to talk a comedy. He must be a bold
man that dares undertake to write their lives; W Kat I have to say is, we
have the precious remains; and as the wisest contemporaries acknowledge
they livetf a miracle, I am very confident this volume cannot die with-
out one. ‘

What more specially concerns thesc authors and their works is told
thee by another hand, in the following epistle of the Stationer to the
Readers.

Farewell: Read, and fear not thine own understanding; this book will
create a clear one in thee: and when thou hast considered thy purchase,
thou wilt call the price of it a charity to thyself; and at the same time

forgive
Thy friend,
And these authors humble admirer,

JAMES SHIRLEYS,

® Ingenuous Reader.] In Coles’s Dict. 1677, it is remarked, ¢ Ingenuous and ingenious are
oo often confounded.” = -

3 James Shirley.] It is much to be regretted, that this ingenious gentleman did nothing
more to the First Folio than writins dx?grefaces we should not then so justly lament the
jncQrrectness of that Edition,

STATIONER'’S



STATIONER’S ADDRESS.
(FOLIO, 1647.)

" Berore you engage further, be pleased to take notice of these particu-
lars.  You have here a new book; I can speak it clearly; for of all this
large volume of comedies and tragedies, not one, till now, was ever printed
before. A collection of plays 1s commonly but a new impression, the
scattered picces which were printed single, being then only republished
together: "Tis otherwise here.

Next, as it is all new, so here is not any thing spurious or imposed: I
had the originals from such as received them from the authors themselves;
by those, and none other, I publish this edition.

And as here is nothing but what is genuine and theirs, so you will find
here are no omissions; you have not on?y all I could get, but all that you
must ever expect. For (besides those which were formerly printed) there
1s not any piece written by these authors, either jointly or severally, but
what are now published to the world in this volume. One ouly wy I
must except (for I mean to deal openly); it is a comedy called the Wild-
Goose Chase,' which hath been long lost, and I fear irrecoverable; for a
person of quality borrowed it from the actors many years since, and (by
the negligence of a servant) it was never returned; therefore now I put
up this st quis, that whosoever hereafter happily meets with it, shall be
thankfully satisfied it he please to send it home.

Some plays (you know) written by thcse authors were heretofore
printed: I thought not convenient to mix them with this volume, which
of itself is entirely new. And indeed it would have rendered the book so
voluminous, that ladies and gentlewomen would have found it scarce
manageable, who in works of this nature must fiyst be remembered. Be-
sides, I considered those former pieccs had been so long printed and re-
printed, that many gentlemen were alrcady furnished; and [ would have
none say, they pay twice for the same book,

One thing 1 must answer before it be objected; ’tis this: when these
comedies ang tragedies were presented on the stage, the actors omitted
some scenes and passages (with the authors’ consent) as occasion led them
and when private friends desired a copy, they then (and justly too) tran-
scribed what they acted: But now you have both all that was acted, and
all that was not; even the perfect full originals, without the least mutila-
tion; so that were the authors living, (and sure they can never die) they
themselves would challenge neither more nor less than what is here pub-
lished ; this volume heing now so complete and finished, that the reader
must expect no future alterations.

For literal errors committed by the pripter, it is the fashion to ask par-
don, and as much in fashion to take no notice of him that asks it; but
in this also I have done my endeavour. ’Twere vain to mention the
chargeableness of this work; for those who owned the manuscripts, too
well%&new their value to make a cheap estimate of any of these pieces;
and though another joined with me in the purchase and printing, yet the

* The Wild-Goose Chase.] This comedy, in the year 1652, was published in folio, by
Lowin and Tavylor, two of the players, with a ¢ Dedication to the Honour'd, Few, Lovers of

Draguatick Poesie,’ and several cominendatory verses annexed.
care
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care and pains was wholly mine, which I found to be more than you will
easily imagine, unless you knew into how many bands the originals were
dispersed: They are all now happily met in this book, having escaped
these public troubles, free and unmangled. Heretofore, when gentlemen
desired but a copy of any of these plays, the meancst piece here (if any may
be called mean where evety one is best) cost them more than four times
the price you pay for the whole volume.

F should scarce have adventured in these slippery times on such a work
as this, if knowing persons had not generally assured me that these au-
thors were the most unquestionable wits this kingdom hath afforded. Mr.
Beaumont was ever acknowledged a man of a most strong and searching
brain ; and (his years considered) the most judicious wit these later ages
have produced; he died young, for (which was an invaluable loss to this
nation) he left the world when he was not full thirty years old. Mr.
Fletcher survived, and lived till almost fifty; whereof the world now en-
Jjoys the benefit. It was once in my thoughts to have printed Mr. Flet- -
cher’s works by themselves,* because single and alone he would make a
Jjust volume; but since never parted while they lived, I conceived it not
equitable to separate their ashes.

It becomes not me to say (though it be a known truth) that these au-
thors had not only high unexpressible gifts of nature, but also excellent

uired parts, being furnished with arts and sciences by that liberal edu-
cation they had at the university, which sure is the best place to make a
great wit understand itself; this their works will soon make evident. I was-
very ambitious to have got Mr. Becaumont’s picture; but could not pos-
sibly, though I spared no enquiry in those noble families whence he was
descended, as also among those gentlemen that were his acquaintance
when he was of the Inner-Temple: The best pictures, and those most like
him, you will find in this volume. This figure of Mr. Fletcher was cut
by several original pieces, which his friends lent me; but withal they tell
me, that his unimitable soul did shine through his countenance in such
air and spirit, that the painters confessed it was not easy to express him:
As much as could be, you have here, and the graver hath done his part.

‘Whatever I have seen of Mr. Fletcher’s own hand, is free from inter-
lining; and his friends affirm he never writ any one thing twice:3 It seems
he had that rare felicity to prepare and perfect all first in his own brain; to
shape and attire his notions, to add or lop off, before he committed one
word to writing, and never touched pen till all was to stand as firm and
immutable as 1if engraven in brass or marble.” But I keep you too long
from those friends of his whom ’tis better for you to read; only accept
of the honest endeavours of

One that is a Servant to you all,
HumPHREY MoSELEY.

At the Prince’s Arms, in St. Paul's Church-Yard,
Feb. the 14th, 1646.

3 Fletcher's works by themselves.] If Mr. Maseley could have made this separation, it
is greatly to be regretted that he left us no intimation which plays were written by Fletcher
alone.

? Ile never writ any one thing twice.] May we not suppose this to have been a sort of
common-place compliment? but surely it is a very injudicious one. A similar assertion, ap-
plied to Shakespeare, has afiorded muc¥1 conversation in the literary world.

- BOOKSELLERS’



BOOKSELLERS’ ADDRESS,

(FOLIO 1679.)

COURTEOUS READER,

T first edition of these plays in this volume having found that accepte
ance as lo give us encouragement to make a second impression, we were
very desirous they might come forth as correct as might be: And we were
very opportunely informed of a copy which an ingenious and worthy
gentleman had taken the pains (or rather the pleasure) to read over;
wherein he had all along corrected’ several faults (some very gross) which
had crept in by the frequent imprinting of them. His corrections were
the more to be valued, becanse he had an intimacy with both our authors,
and had been a spectator of most of them when they were acted in their
life-time. This therefore we resolved to purchase at any ratg; and ac-
cordingly with no small cost obtained it, From the same hand also we
received several prologues and epilogues, with the songs appertaining to
each play, which were not in the former edition, but are now inserted in
their proper places. Besides, in this edition you have the addition of no
fewer than seventeen plays more than were in the former, which we have
taken the pains and care to collect, and print out of quarto in this volume,
which for distinction sake are marked with a star in the catalogue of them
- facing the first page of the book. And whereas in several of the plays
there were wanting the namc§ of the persons represented therein, in this
edition you have them all prefixed, with their qualities; which will be a
great ease to the reader. T‘l)mus every way perfect and complete have you,
all both tragedies and comedies that were ever writ by our authors, a pair
of the greatest wits and most ingenious poets of their age; from whose
worth we should but detract by our most studied commendations.

If our care and endeavours to do our authors right (in an incorrupt
and genuine edition of their works) and thereby to gratify and oblige the
reader, be but requited with a suitable entertainment, we shall be en-
couraged to bring Ben Jonson’s two volumes into one, and publish thcm
in this form; and also. to reprint Old Shakespeare; Both which are des
signed by T

Yours,
Ready to serve you,

JouN MARTYN,
HeENRY HERRINGMAN,
RicHarD Marror.

* He had all along corrected, &c.] Notwithstanding this boast, in many plays, the firs§
folio is more correct than the second.

PREFACE



PREFACE".
GIVING SOME ACCOUNT OF THE AUTHORS AND THEIR WRITINGS.

(OCTAVO, 1711))

Feancrs BeaumonT, Esquire, was descended from the ancient family
of that name, at Gracedieu in Leicestershire, and brother to Sir Henry
Beaumont, Knight, of the same place; his grandfather was John Beau-

mont,

* Preface.] To this Preface, Mr. Sympson, in the Edition of 1750, prefixes the following
Introduction.

“T1s really surprising that all we know of two such illustrious authors as Mr. Beaumnont
and Mr. Fletcher were is, That we know nothing. The composer of the following Preface,
and editor of their works in 1711, call: it ¢“ An gccount of the Lives, &c. of his Authors.”
But he greatly misculls it, for that they were bor in such a year, and died in such a one, is all
he has given us of their history and actions; and by what l)c:m find, had they never wrote a
comedy, we should not have known, but upon Mr. Shirley’s word, that in conversation they
ever had talked one. .

Our authors, 'tis true, take up articles’in two dictionaries, but these contain little more
than remarks on their dramatic performances. Believing therefore that the no account, of the
following Preface, contains as good an account of our authors as any can be given, 1 submit
it to the reader pure and unmix’d, as it came out of the editor's hands, without any alteration
or interpolation at all, only striking out a long quotation frotn a very imperfect answer of Mr.
Dryden'’s to the objections’ made against Shakespease and our authors by Mr. Rhymer.

But their dramatic is no better known than their civil history ; I mean what part each sus-
tained in their poetical capacities. Did Beaumont plan, and Fletcher raise the superstructure?
Then 'tis no wonder the work should be all of a piece.

But if each sustained both characters (as I think is so plain as not to be doubted) 'tis
strange there should appear no greater diversity in their writings, when the separate parts came
to be put together.

Fos, unless 1 be greatly mistaken, we cannot say that /iere one laid down the pencil, and
there the other took it up, no more than we can say of any two contiguous colours in the
sainbow, here this ends and there that begins, so fine 1s the transition, that

Spectantia lumina fallit,
Usque edeo quod tangit idem est.

Mr. Seward will lay before the reader what internal evidence he thinks he has discovered
of a distinction of their hands ; but in general Baaumont's accuracy, and Iletcher's wit, are so
undistinguishable, that were we not sure, to a demonstration, that the Masque was the
former's, and the Shepherdess the latter’s sole production, they might each have passed for the
concurrent labour of both, or have changed hands, and the last been taken for Beaumont's
and the former for Fletcher's,

And where is the wonder, that Fletcher's Works, which he wrote singly after Beavmont's
death, should carry the same strength, wit, manner, and spirit in them, so as not to be dis-
cerned from wha‘t-rgoth wrote in conjunction, when as Sir J. Berkenhead tells us,

¢« Beaumont died; yet left in legacy

His rules and standard wit (l‘%:tchcr) to thee;
Still the same planet, tho’ not fill’d so soon,
A two-horn'd crescent then, now one full-moon.
Joint Love before, now Honour doth provoke;
So th’ old twin Fiants forcing a huge ouk,
One slipp'd his footing, th’ other sees him fall,
Graip'd the whols tree and single held up all.”

And
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mont, Master of the Rolls; and his father Francis Beaumont, Judge of the
Common-Pleas, who married Anne daughter of George Pierrepont of
Home-Pierrepont, Nottinghamshire. e was educated at Cambridge,
and after at the Inner-Temple. He died before he was thirty years of
age, and was buried the 9th of March, 1615, at the entrance into St. Bene-
dict’s Chapel in Westminster-Abbey. He left one daughter behind him,
Mrs. Frances Beaumont, who died in Leicestershire since the year 1700:
she had been possessed of several poems of her father’s writing, but they
were lost at sea coming from Ireland, where she had some time lived in
the Duke of Ormond’s family. There was published, after our author’s
death, a small book containing several poems under his name, and among
them the story of Salmacis, from the Metamorphoses of Ovid; and a
translation of the Remedy of Love, from the same author. The Poem of
Bosworth-Field, which has been universally esteemed, was written by his
brother John Beaumont.

Joun FreTcuEr, Esquire, (son of Dr. Richard Fletcher, who was
created by Queen Llizabeth Bishop of Bristol, and after removed to Wor-
cester, and from thence, in the year 1593, to London), was educated at
Cambridge, and probably at Bennet-College, to which his father was by
his will a benefactor. He died of the plague in the first year of the reign

And since T have quoted one poetical authority, let me give another (with a little varia-
tion) from the immnortal Spenser, which may farther illustrate, if not confirm our opinion.

The poct speaking of Priamond, after he had died by Cainbell’s hand in single combat, says,

¢« His weary ghost assoyl'd from fleshly band
Did not, as others wont, directly fly
Unto her rest in Pluto’s griesly land,
Ne into air did vanish presem( y
Ne chaunged was into a star in sky,
But by traduction was eftsoon deriv'd
Into his other Lrother that surviv'd,
In whom he liv'd anew, of former life depriv'd.”

The application of these lines to our authors, is so easy that no reader can miss it, and the
reason given for the sameness of manner, spirit, &c. in their joint and single performances, so
clear for a poetical one, that 110 one can dispute it.

And as to external evidence, though we have enough of it, "tis so little to be depended on,
that it has no weight with me, whatever it may have with the intelligent reader. ~ The testi-
mony of the versifiers, before our authors works, is so extravagant on the one side or on the
. other, that if we trust this panegyrist, Fletcher was the sole author, if k¢, Beaumont wrote
alone, and if a third, the whole was the united work and labour of both.

The printers of the quarto editions are no more concordant; for in different years and
editions, you have somctimes Beaumont's and Fletcher's name, and sometimes the latter’s.
singlv before the same play. o,

'he prologue and epilogue writers may Kerhnps be more depended upon, but they do not

quite through with their work ; for neither the quarto copics, nor the thirty-four plays in

e 1647 edition, have all their full quotas of head and tail-picces; and of these we have, there

are few that speak out, and tell us from whose labours their audiences were to expect either
pleasure or instruction.

However this evidence, such as it is, I shall lay before the reader, by way of notes to the
alphubetical account of our authors pieces (as drawn up by Dr. Langbaine) towards the con-
clusion of the following Preface; and leave it to his judgnent to deteriine, how far upon
such testimony, the authors were singly or jointly concerned; only I must give this caution,
that where the prologue mentions poet, or author in the singular, there 1 suppose Fletcher is
only designed, where in the plural, Beaumont is included.

(The evidence Mr. Sympson here speaks of, the reader will find, with much additional
iuformation, in the title of each play of the present edition. ] ¢

0
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of King Charles the First, and was buried in St. Mary Overy’s Church in
Southwark, August the 19th, 1625, in the forty-ninth year of his age.

Several of their plays were printed in quarto while the authors were
living; and in the year 1645, (twenty years after the death of Fletcher,
and thirty after that of Beaumont) there was published in folio a collection
of such of their plays as had not beiore been printed, amounting to between
thirty and forty. Xt the beginning of this volume are inserted a great many
Commendatory Verses, written in praise of the authors by persons of their

uaintance, and the most eminent of that age for wit and quality. This
. collection was published by Mr. Shirley, atter the shutting: up of the
theatres, and dedicated to the Earl of Pembroke, by ten of the most
famous actors, who profess to have taken great care in the edition; they
lament their not being able to procure any picture of Mr. Beaumont, from
which to take his effigies, as they had done that of Mr. Fletcher: bat,
through the favour of the present Earl of Dorset, that is now supplied ;
the head of Mr. Beaumont, and that of Mr. Fletcher, being taken from
originals in the noble collection his lordship has at Knowles.

In the year 1679, there was an edition in folio of all their plays pub-
lished, containing those formerly printed in quarto, and those in the
before-mentioned folio edition. Several of the (qummendatory Verses are
left out before that impression; but many of them relating to particulars
of the authors, or their plays, they are prefixed to this; and a large omis-
sion of part of the last act of the tragedy of Thierry and Theodoret, is sup-
plied in this.

The frequent and great audiences that several of their plays continue
to bring, sufficiently geclares the value this age has for them is equal to
that of the former; and three such extraordinary writers as Mr. a’aller,
the Duke of Buckingham, and John late Earl of Rochester, selecting each
of them one of their plays to alter for the stage, adds not a little to their
reputation.

The Maid’s Tragedy* was very frequently acted after the Restoration,
and with the greatest applause; Mr. Hart pl:lying Amintdr, Major Mohun,
Melantius, and Mrs. l\garshal, Evadne, equal to any other parts for which
they were deservedly famous. But the latter ending of that play, where
the king was killed, making it upon some particular occasion not thought
proper to be farther represented, it was by private order from the court
silenced. This was the reason Mr. Waller undertooR the altering the latter
{»Jart of that play, as it is now Trinted in the last edition of his works.—
h p(:‘n which alteration, this following remark was made by an emijnent

and :

“ It is not to be doubted who sat for the two brothers characters,
"Twas agreeable to Mr. Waller’s temper to soften the rigour of the tragedy,
as he expresses it; but whether it be agreeable to the nature of tragedt'y

tself, to make every thing come off easily, 1 leave to the critics.”

The Duke of Buckingham, so celebrated for writing the Rehearsal,

* As our authors were planning one of their plays (this most prolally) ina tavern, Mr.
PFletcher was over-heard, by some of the house, to say, I'/l undcrtake to kill the King. Words
in appearance so treasonable as these were, could not long be kept concealed, and the disco-
very of them had like to have cost our poet dear: but it being demopstrated that this design
was only against the person of a scenical sovereign, our author was freed from any farther
trouble, and the intended process entirely dropped.  Vide Winstanley's English Poets,

’ SymMpsoN.

VOL. I. 'y madg
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made the two last acts of the Chances almost new. Mr. Hart played the

art of Don John to the highest satisfaction of the audience; the play
Ead a great run, and ever since has been followed as one of the best enter-
tainments of the stage. His Grace, after that, bestowed some time in
altering another play of our authors, called Philaster, or Love Lies a-
Bleeding: He made very considerable alterations in it, and took it with
him, intending to finish it the last journey he made to Yorkshire, in the
year 1686. I cannot learn what is become of the play with his Grace’s
alterations, but am very well informed it was since the Revolution in the
hauds of Mr. Nevil Payne, who was imprisoned at Edinburgh in the year
1689.

The alterations in Valentinian, by the Earl of Rochester, amount to
about a third part of the whole; but his lordship died before he had done
all he intende(f to it. It was acted with very great applause, Mr. Good-
- man playing Valentinian, Mr. Betterton, ZAcius, and Rfrs. Barry, Lucina.
My lord died in the year 1680, and the ﬁla was acted in the year 1684,
and the same year published by Mr. ozert Wolsly, with a Preface,

iving a large account of my lord, and his writings. is play, with the
alterations, 18 printed at the end of his lordship’s poems in octavo.

Mr. Dryden, in his Essay of Dramatic Poetry, page 17, (in the first
volume of the folio edition of his works) in a comparison of the French
and English comedy, says, « As for comedy, repartee is one of its chiefest
graces. The greatest pleasure of an audience is a chase of wit kept up
on both sides, and swiftly managed: And this our forefathers (if not we)
have had in Fletcher’s plays, to a much higher degree of perfection than
the French poets can arrive at.”

And in the same Essay, page 19, he says,  Beaumont and Fletcher
had, with the advantage of Shakespeare’s wit, which was their precedent,
great natural gifts, improved by study. Beaumont especially being so
accurate a judge of plays, that Ben Jonson, while he lived, submitted all
his writings to his censure, and ’tis thouﬁht used his judgment in correct-
ing, if not contriving all his plots What value he had for him appears
by the verses he wrote to him, and therefore I need speak no farther of
it. The first play that brought Fletcher and him in esteem, was Phi-
laster; for before that, they had written two or three very unsuccessfully;
as the like is reported of Ben Jonson, before he writ Every Man in his
Humour. Their plots were generally more regular than ghakes eare’s,
especially those that were made before Beaumont’s death. And they un-
derstood and imitated the conversation of gentlemen much better; whose
wild debaucheries, and quickness of wit in repartees, no poet can ever
paint as they have done. Humour, which Ben Jonson derived from par-
ticular persons, they made it not their business to describe; they repre-
sented all the passions very lively, but above all love. I am apt to believe
the English languaie in them arrived to its highest perfection ; what words
have since been taken in, are rather superfluous than necessary. Their
plays are now the Tnost pleasant and frequent entertainments of the stage,
two of theirs being acted through the year, for one of Shakespeare’s or
Jonson’s; the reason is, because there is a certain gaiety in their comedies,
and pathos in their more serious plays, which suits generally with all mens
humour. Shakespeare’s language 1s likewise a little obsolete, and Ben
Jonson’s wit comes short of theirs,” -

is



PREFACE, 1711, xi

This Essay of Mr. Dryden’s was written in the year 1666.3 ‘
Mr. Dryden said he had been informed, that after Beaumont’s death,
Mr. James Shirley was consulted by Fletcher in the plotting several of his

plays.

3 in the year 1666.] _After this sentence was inserted Mr. Dryden’s Remarks on
Rymer, which Sympson, in his Introduction, p. xiv. mentions having rejected. They here
fonl:!vl, wtil:: the g;'acei’is Olliscrvations. - Ler R ished *The T

L $*4 ear 1677, Mr. er (now Histori er ) publis| ¢The mgcdies
of the Last considered, iryln; Letter to Fleet:vsor:g Shepm, PEsq.' In this treatise he
criticises upon Rollo Duke of Normandy, the Maid's Tragedy, and the King and No King;
all three written by our authors, and the most taking plays then acted. He has there endea-
voured to the utmost the exposing their failings, without taking the least notice of their
beauties; Mr. Rymer sent one of his books as a present to Mr. Dryden, who on the blank
leaves, before the be%r;nin , and after the end of the book, made several remarks, as if he
flesigned an answer to Mr. lgymer’s reflections; they arc of Mr. Dryden’s own hand-writing,
and may be seen at the publisher's of this book ; tis to be wished he had put his last hand to
’em, and made the connection closer, but just as he left them be pleased to take them here
verbatim inserted. ) '

¢ He who undertakes to answer this excellent critic of Mr. Rymer, in behalf of our Eng-
lish poets against the Greek, ought to do it in this manner.

¢¢ Either by yielding to him the greatest part of what he contends for, which consists in
this, that the 4v90- (i. ¢.) the design and conduct of it is inore conducing in the Greeks, to
those ends of y which Aristotle and he propose, namely, to cause terror and pity; yet
the granting this does not set the Greeks above the English poets.

¢ But the answer ought to prove two things; first, That the fable is not the greatest mas-
ter-piece of traﬁ , though it be the foundation of it.

o Seconﬁly, at other ends as suitable to the nature of tragedy, may be found in the
English, which were not in the Greek.

“¢ Aristotle places the fable first; not guoad dignitatem, sed quoad fundamentum ; for a
fable never so movingly contrived, to those ends of his, pity and terror, will oEemc nothing
on our affections, except the characters, manners, thoughts and words are suitable.

¢ So that it remains for Mr. Rymer to prove, That in all those, or the greatest part of
them, we are inferior to Sophocles and Euripides; and this he has offered at in some measure,
bat, I think, alittle pan.ia.le to the ancients.

¢¢'To make a true judgment in this competition, between the Greek poets and the Eng-
lish in , consider,

¢ I. How Aristotle has defined a tragedy.
«¢ 1. What he assigns the end of it to be.

“}%[. ';W‘hhalhetlﬁ thebeautie:’ofit. Co he Greck and Foatish

¢« JV. The means to attain the end proposed. mpare the Greek an ish tragie
poets justly and without partiality, according to those rulesp.ue o8 i

¢« Then, Secondly, consider, whether Aristotle has made a just definition of tragedy, of
its parts, of its ends, of its beauties; and whether he having not seen any others but those of
Sophocles, Euripides, &c. had or truly could determine what all the excellencies of tragedy
are, and wherein they consist.

¢ Next show in what ancient tragedy was deficient; for example, in the narrowness of
its plots, and fewness of pcrsons, and try whether that be not a fault in the Greek poets; and
w| their excellency was so great, when the variety was visibly so little; or whether what
they did was not very easy to do. :

*¢ Then make a Judfment on what the English have added to their beauties: As for ex-
ample, not only more plot, but also new ions; as namely, that of love, scarce touched on
zo e ancjents, except in this one example of Phzdra, cited by Mr. Rymer, and in that how

rt they were of Fletcher.

¢¢ Prove also that love, being an hewic passion, is fit for tragedy, which cannot be denied;
?ea::eh‘of tal:e example al of Phadra: And how far Shakespeare has outdone them in
rien , &ec. ‘

. Topmmrn to the beﬁinning of this enquiry, consider if pity and terror be enough for

to move, and I believe upon a true definition of tragedy, it will be found that its work
extends farther, and that it is to reform manners by delightful representation of human life in
great persons, by way of dialogue. If this be true, then not only pity and terror are to be
moved as the only means 1o bring us to virtue, but geperally love to virtue, and hatred to vice,

by
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lays. It does seem that Shirley did supply many that were left imper~
fect, and. that the old players gave some remains, or imperfect rlays of
’ Fletcher’s

by shewing the rewards of one, and punishments of the other; at least by rendering virtue
ways amiable, though it be shown unfortunate; and vice detestable, though it be shown

triumphant.

¢« If then the encouragement of virtue, and discouragement of vice, be the proper end of
poetry in tragedy: Pity and terror, though good means, are not the only: For alfthe ions
in their turns are to be set in a ferment ; as joy, anger, love, fear, are to be used as the poets
common places; and a general concernment for the principal actors is to be raised, by mak-
ing them appear such in their characters, their wortﬁ and actions, as will interest the audi-
ence in thetr fortunes.

¢ And if afterall, ina larsf sense, pity comprehends this concernment for the good, and
terror includes detestation for the bad ; then let usconsider whether the English have not an-
swered this end of t y, as well as the ancients, or perhaps better.

¢ And here Mr. Rymer’s objections against these plays are to be impartially weighed;
that we may see whether they are of weight enough to turn the balance against our country-
men.
f¢Itis evident those plays which he arraigns have moved both those passions in a high
degree upon the .
¢« To give the glory of this away from the poet, and to place it upon the actors, seems
unjust. :

¢ One reason is, because whatever actors they have found, the event has been the same,
that is, the same passions have been always moved: Which shows, that there is something of
force and merit in the plays themselves, conducing to the design of raising those two passions :
And suppose them ever to have been excellently acted, yet action only adds grace, vigour,
ang ‘more life upon the stage, but cannot give it wholly where it is not first. But secondly, 1
dare appeal to those who have never seen them acted, if they have not found those two pas-
sions moved within them; and if the general voice will carry it, Mr. Rymer’s prejudice will
take off his single testimony.

¢ This being matter of fact, is reasonably to be established by this appeal : As if one man
say it is night, when the rest of the world conclude it to be day, there needs no further argu-
ment against him that it is so.

““1f he urge, that the general taste is depraved; his arguments to prove this can at best
but evince, that our poets took not the best way to raise those passions; Eut experience proves
g:at him, that those means which they have used, have been successful, and have produced

“¢ And one reason of that success is, in my opinion, this, that Shakespeare and Fletcher
have written to the genius of the age and nation 1n which they lived: For though nature, as
he objects, is the same in all places, and reason too the same; yct the climate, the age, the
dispositions of the people to whom a poet writes, may be so different, that what pleased the
Greeks, would not satisfy an English audience. !

¢ And if they proceeded upon a foundation of truer reason to please the Athenians, than
Shakespeare and Fletcher to please the English, it only shows &at the Athenians were a
more judicious people: But the poet's business is ccrtain{y to please the audience.

¢« Whether our English audience have been pleased hitherto with acorns, as he calls it, or
with bread, is the next question ; that is, whether the means which Shakespeare and Fletcher
have used in their plays to raise those passions before-named, be better applied to the ends by
the Greek poets than by them ; and perhaps we shall not grant him this wholly. Let it be
yielded that a writer is not to run down with the stream, or to please the people by their own
usual methods, but rather to reform their judgments: It sull remains to prove that our
theatre needs this total reformation. :

“¢ The faults which he has found in their designs, are rather wittily aggravated in many
places, than reasonably urged; and as much may be returned on the Greeks, by one who
were as witty as himself. :

¢ Secondly, They destroy not, if they are lgmnted , the foundation of the fabric, only
take away from the ?uuty of the symmetry. For example: The faults in the character of
the King and No King, are not, as he makes them, such as render him detestable; but only
imperfections which accompany human nature, and for the most part excused by the violence
of fis love; so that they destroy not our pity or concernment for him. This answer may be
applied to most of his objections of that K'md. .

"¢ And Rollo committing many murders, when he is answerable but for one, is t(}o
severely
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Fletcher’s to Shirley to make up: And it is from hence, that in the first
act of Love’s Pilgrintage, there is a scene of an Ostler, transcribed ver-
' batim

severely arraigned hy him; for it adds to our horror and detestation of the criminal. And
{:oetic Justice 1s not neglected neither, for we stab him in our minds for every offence which
e commits ; and the point which the poet is to gain upon the audience, is not so much in
the death of an offender, as the raising an horror of his crimes.
¢¢ That the criminal should neither be wholly guilty, nor wholly innocent, but so parti-
cipating of both, as to move both pity and terror, is certainly a good rule; but not perpe-
tually to be observed, for that were to make all tragedies too much alike; which objection he
foresaw, but has not fully answered.
¢¢ To conclude therefore, if the plays of the ancients are more correctly plotted, ours are
more beautifully written; and if we can raise passions as high on worse foundations, it shows
ﬁ esu'il.ius in tragedy is greater, for in all other parts of it the English have manifestly ex-

em .

<¢ For the fable itself, ’ds in the English more adorned with episodes, and larger than in
the Greek poets, consequently more diverting; for, if the action be but one, and that plain,
without any countertura of dyaigu or episode (i. e.) under-plot, how can it be so pleasing as
the English, which have both under-plot, and a turned design, which keeps the audience in
ex%ecu\tion of the catastrophe? whereas in the Greek poets we sec through the whole design
at first?

¢¢ For the characters, they are neither so many nor so various in Sophocles and Euripides,
as in Shakespeare and Fletcher; only they are more adapted to thpse ends of tragedy which
Aristotle commends to us; pity and terror.

¢« The manners flow from the characters, and consequently must partake of their ad-
van! and disadvantages.

“ ts and words, which are the fourth and fifth beauties of tragedy, are certainly
more noble and more poetical in the English than in the Greek, which must be proved by
comparing them somewhat more equitable than Mr. Rymer has done.

¢¢ After all, we need not yield that the English way is less conducing to move pity and
terror; because they often shew virtue oppressed, and vice punished ; where they do not both
or either, they are not to be defended.

‘¢ That we may the less wonder why pity and terror arc not now the only springs on
which our tragedies move, and that Shakespeare may be more excused, Rapin eon&sses that
the French tragedies now all run upon the tendre, and gives the reason, because love is the

ion which most predominates in our souls; and that therefore the passions represented

insipid, unless they are conformable to the thouﬁhts of the audience; but it is to be
concluded, that this passion works not now among the French so strongly, as the other two
did amongst the ancients. Amongst us, who have a stronger genius for writing, the operations
from the writing are much stronger; for the raising of Shakespeare’s passions are more
from the excellency of the words and thoughts, than the justness of the occasion: and if he
has been able to pick single occasions, he has never founded the whole reasonably, yet by the
genius of poetry, in writing he has succeeded.

“¢ The parts of a poem, tragic or heroic, are,

¢¢ 1. ‘The fable itself.
<< JI. The order or manner of its contrivance, in relation to the parts of the whole.

¢ I1I. The manners, or decency of the characters in speaking or acting what is proper
for them, and proper to be shewn by the poet.

¢ IV. The thoughts which express the manners.

“¢ V. The words which express those thoughts.

¢ In the last of these Homer excels Virgil, Virgil all other ancient poets, and Shake-
speare all modern poets.

¢ For the second of these, the order; the meaning is, that a fable ought to have a begin-
ning, middle, and an end, all just and natural, so that that Yart which is the middle, could
not naturally be the beginning or end, and so of the rest; all are depending one on another,
like the links of a curious chain. . .

“ If terror and pity are only to be raised; certainly this author follows Aristotle’s
rules, and Sophqcles and Euripides's example; but joy may be raised too, and that doubly,
either sceing a wicked man punished, or a good man at last fortunate; or perhaps
indignation, to see wickedness p-osperous, and goodness depressed . both these may be pro.
fiable to the end of tragedy, r¢formation of manuers; but the last improperly, only;:;e it

1
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batim out of Ben Jonson’s New Inn, act iii. scene 1. which play was
written long after Fletcher died, and transplanted into Love’s Pilgrimage
after the printing the New-Inn, which was in the year 1630. And two of
the plays printed under the name of Fletcher, viz. the Coronation, and the
Little Thief, have been claimed by Shirley to be his; ’tis probable they
were left imperfect by one, and finished by the other.

bege:d ]}ity in the audience; though Aristotle, I confess, places tragedies of this kind in the
second form.

‘¢ And, if we should grant that the Greeks performed this better; perhaps it may admit a
dispute whether pity and terror are either the prime, or at least the only ends of tragedy.

¢¢ Tt is not enough that Aristotle has said so, for Aristotle drew his models of tragegy from
Sophocles and Euripides; and if he had seen ours, might have changed his mind.

¢ And chiefly we have to say (what I hinted on pity and terror in the last paragraph save
one) that the punishment of vice and reward of virtue, are the most adequate ends of tragedy,
because most conducing to good example of life; now pity is not so easily raised for a criminal
(as the ancient tragedy always represents his chief person such) as it is for an innocent man
and the suffering of innocence and punishment of the offender, is of the nature of English
tragedy ; contrary in the Greek, innocence is unhappy often, and the offender escapes.

“¢ Then we are not touched with the sufferings of any sort of men so much as of lovers;
and this was almost unknown to the ancients; so that they neither administered poeti
justice (of which Mr. Rymer boasts) so well as we, neither knew they the best common-place
of pity, which is love. \

¢’ He therefore unjustly blames us for not building upon what the ancients left us, for it
seems, upon consideration of the premises, that we have wholly finished what th .

¢ My judgment on this piece is this ; that it is extremely fearned ; but that the author of
it is better read in the Greck than in the Enﬁl‘ish Poets; that all writers ought to study this
. critic as the best account I have ever seen of the ancients; that the model of tragedy he has

here given, is excellent, and extreme correct; but that it is not the only model of all tracgdy;
because it is too much circumscribed in plot, characters, &c. and lastly, that we may ﬁe
taught herc justly to admire and imitate the ancients, without giving them the preference,
with this author, in prejudice to our own country.

¢« Want of method, in this excellent treatise, makes the thoughts of the author some-
times obscure.

¢¢ His meaning, that pity and terror are to be moved, is that they are to be moved as the

" means conducing to the ends of tragedy, which are pleasure and instruction.

¢ And these two ends may be thus distinguished. The chief ends of the poet is to please;
for his immediate reputation depends on it.

¢¢ The great end of the poem is to instruct, which is performed by making pleasure the
vehicle of that instruction: for poetry is an art, and all arts are made to profit.

¢¢ The pity which the poet 1s tor{abour for, is for the criminal, not for those, or him,
whom he has murdered, or who have been the occasion of the tragedy : the terror is likewise
in the punishment of the same criminal, who if he be represented too great an offender, will
not be pitied ; if altogether innocent, his punishment wilfbe unjust.

¢ Another obscurity is where he says, Sophoches perfected tragedy, by introducing the
third actor; that is, he meant three kinzs of action, one company singing, or speaking, ano-
ther playing on the music, a third dancing.

“ lggli:.attributes more to the dictio, that is, to the words and discourses of a tragedy, than
Aristotle has done, who places them in the last rank of beauties; perhaps only last in order,
because they are the last product of the design of the disposition or connexion of its parts, of
the characters, of the manners of those characters, and of the thoughts of proceeding from
those manners.

¢¢ Rapin’s words are remarkable :

¢¢ "Tis not the admirable intrigue, the surprizing events, and extraordinary incidents that
make the beauty of a t , 'tis the discourses, when they are natural and passionate.

¢¢ So are Shakespeare’s.”

¢ Here Mr. Dryden breaks off.

¢ About a after Mr. Rymer's publishing his criticism, he printed a t written
by himself in rhime, called Edgar; or, qlhe English Monarch; an heroic y, dedicated
to King Charles the Second; this play never appeared on the sla'ge, the players, not thinking
it worth their while, nor has any one made any criticisms upon that.” M

f‘
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Mr. Langbaine, in his account of the Dramatic Poets, printed in the
year 1691, is very particular upon the several plays of our authors, and
therefore I shall conclude with transcribing from him, page 204, viz.
“ Mr. Beaumont was a master of a good wit, and a better judgment, that
Mr. Jonson himself thought'it no disparagement to submit iis writings
to his correction. Mr. Fl%tcber’s wit was equal to Mr. Beaumont’s judg-
ment, and was so luxuriant, that like superfluous branches it was fre-
quently pruned by his judicious partner. These (foets perfectly under-
stood breeding, and therefore successfully copied the conversation of

tlemen. ey knew how to describe the manners of the age; and

etcher had a peculiar talent in expressinﬁ all his thoughts with life and
briskness. No man ever understood or drew the passions more lively
than he; and his witty raillery was so dressed, that it rather pleased than
disgusted the modest part of his audience. In a word, Fletcher’s fancy
amfn Beaumont’s judgment combined, produced such plays, as will remain
mopuments of their wit to all posterity. Mr. Fletcher himself, after Mr.
Beaumont’s death, composed several rmati;lpieces, which were worthy
of the pen of so great a master.” And this Mr. Cartwright alludes to, in
his verses before the book.

The following verses, put under his folio picture, were written by Sir
John Berkenheas.

Felicis @#vi, ac Presulis natus; comes
BEAUMONTIO; sic, quippe Parnassus, biceps;
FLETCHERUS unam tn pyramida _furcas agens.
Struzit chorum plus simplicem vates duplex ;
Plus duplicem solus; nec ullum transtulit ;
Nec transferrendus: Dramatum eterni sales,
Anglo theatro, orbi, sibi, superstitites.
FLETCHERE, facies absque vultu pingitur ;
Quantus! vel umbram circuit nemo tuam.

There are ﬁftg-two plays written by these authors, each of which I
shall mention alphabetically.

Beggars’ Bush, a comedy. This play I have seen several times acted
with applause.

Bonduca, a tragedy. The plot of this play is borrowed from Tacitus’s
Annals, lib. 14. See Milton’s History of England, book ii. Ubaldino de
Vita delle Donne Illustri del Re Inghelterra & Scotia, p. 7. &c.

Bloody Brother, or Rollo Duke of Normandy, a tragedy much in
request ; and notwithstandin M;. Rymell"s cr:etfici;mshon it, has still the

fortune to please: it being frequently ac the present compan
gmtors, at the Queen’s Playhgusee?n Doryset-Gardzn. ’Iqle design o thl{
play is history: See Herodian, lib. 4. Xiphilini Epit. Dion. in Vit. Ant.
Caracalle. Part of the language is copied from Seneca’s Thebais.

Captain, a comedy.

Chances, a comedy, revived by the late Duke of Buckingham, and very
much improved; being acted with extraordinary applause at the Theatre
in Dorset-Garden, and printed with the alterations, London, 4to, 1682.
This play is built on a novel written by the famous Spaniard Miguel de
Cervantes, called The Lady Cornelia; which the reader may read at large
in g folio volume called Six Exemplary Novels,

Coronation,
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Coronation, a tragi-comedy. .

Coxcomb, a comedy, which was revived at the Theatre-Royal, the pro-
logue being spoken by Joe Haines.

Cupid’s Revenge, a tragedy.

Custom of the Country, a tragi-comedy. This is accounted an excel-
lent play; the plot of Rutilio, Duarte, and Guiomar, is founded on one
of I\'rales ini’s novels, deca. vi. nov. 6.

Doubza Marriage, a tragedy, which has been revived some years ago;
as I learn from a new prologue printed in Covent-Garden Drollery, p. 14.

Elder Brother, a comedy, which has been acted with good applause.

Faithful Shepherdess, a pastoral, writ by Mr. Fletcher, and commended
by two copies written by the judicious Beaumont, and the learned Jonson,
which are inserted among the Commendatory Poems at the beginning of
this edition. When this pastoral was first acted before their majesties at
Somerset-House on twelft?n-night, 1633, instead of a prologue, there was
a song in dialogue, sung between a priest and a nymph, which was writ
by Sir William D’Avenant; and an epilogue was spoken by the Lady

alg' Mordant, which the reader may read in Covent-Garden Drollery,
. 8

Fair Maid of the Inn, a tragi-comedy. Mariana’s disowning Cee-
sario for her son, and the duke’s injunction to marry him, is related by
Causin in his Holy Court, and is transcribed by Wanley in his History
of Man, fol. book 3. chap. 26.

False One, a tragedy. This play is founded on the adventures of Julius
Ceesar in Egypt, and his amours with Cleopatra. See Suetonius, Plu-
tarch, Dion, Appian, Florus, Eutropius, Orosius, &c.

Four plays, or Moral representations in One: viz. The Triumph of Ho-
nour; The % riumph of Love; The Triumph of Death; The Triumph of
Time. 1 know not whether ever these representations appeared on the
stage, or no. The Triumph of Honour is fgunded on Boccace his novels,
day 10.nov. 5. The Triumph of Love, on the same author, day 5. nov. 8.
The Triumph of Death, on a novel in The Fortunate, Deceived, and Un-
fortunate Lovers, part 3. nov. 3. See besides Palace of Plegsure, nov.
40. Belleforest, &c. The Triumph of Time, as far as falls within my dis-
covery, is wholly the author’s invention.

Hyoncst Maw’s Fortune, a tragi-comedy. As to the plot of Montague’s
being preferred by Lamira to be her husband, when he was in adversity,
and Jeast expected, the like story is related by Heywood, History of Wo-
men, b. 9. p. 641.

Humorous Lieutenant, a tragi-comedy, which I have often seen acted
with applause. The character of the Humorous Lieutenant refusing to
fight after he was cured of his wounds, resembles the story of the soldier
. belonging to Lucullus, described in the Epistles of Horace, lib. 2. ep. 2.
but the very story is related in Ford's Apothegms, p~30. How near the
poet keeps to the historian I must leave to those that will compare the
play with the writers of the lives of Antigonus and Demetrius, the father
audv the son. See Plutarch’s Life of Demetrius, Diodorus, Justin, Ap-
pian, &c.

Island Princess, a tragi-comedy. This play about three years ago was
revived with alterations by Mr. Tate, being acted at the Theatre Royal,

rinted in 4to. London, 1687, and dedicated to the Right Honourable
glenry Lord Walgrave. '
King
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. King and No King, a tragi-comedy, which notwithstanding its errors
discovered by Mr. Rymer in his criticisms, has always been acted with -
applause, and has lately been revived on our present theatre with so great
success, that we may justly say with Horace,

*¢ Hac placuit semel, hec decis repetita placebit.”

Knight of the Burning Pestle, a comedy. This play was in vogue
some years since, it being revived by the King’s House, and a new pro-
logue (instead of the old one in prose) being spoken by Mrs. Ellen Guin:
The bringing the Citizen and his Wife upon the stage, was possibly in
imitation of Ben Jonson’s Staple of News, who has introduced on the
stage Four Gossips, lady-like attired, who remain during the whole action,
lng criticise upon each scene.

Kniglit of Malta, a tragi-comedy.

Laws of Candy, a tragi-comedy. :

Lattle French Lawyer, a comedy. The E]ot is borrowed from Gusman,
or the Spanish Rogue, part ii. chap. 4. The story of Dinant, Cleremont,
and Lamira, being borrowed from Don Lewis de Castro, and Don Rode-
rigo de Montalva. The like story is in other novels; as in Scarron’s No-
vel, called The Fruitless Precaution; and in The Complaisant Companion,
8vo. p. 263, which is copied from the above-mentioned original.

Love’s Cure, or The Martial Maid, a comedy. :

_ Love’s Pilgrimage, a comedy. This I take to be an admirable comedy.
The foundation of 1t is built on a novel of Miguel de Cervantes, called
The Two Damsels. The scene in the first act, between Diego the host of
Ossuna, and Lazaro his ostler, is stolen from Ben Jonson’s New Inn;
which I may rather term borrowed, for that play miscarrying in the
action, I su;l);)ose they made use of it with Ben’s consent.

Lovers’ Progress, a tragi-comedy. This play is built on a French ro-
mance written by Mr. Daudiguier, called Lysander and Calista.

Loyal Subject, a tragi-comedy. .

Mad Lover, a tragi-comedy. The design of Cleanthe’s suborning the
Priestess to give a false oracle in favour of her brother Syphax, is bor-
rowed from the story of Mundus and Paulina, described at large by Jo-
sephus, lib. xviii. chap. 4. This plaKlSir Aston Cokain has chiefly com-
mended in his copy of verses on Mr. Fletcher’s plays. See the verses
before this edition; and Cokain’s Poems, p. 101.

Maid in the Mill, a comedy. This play, amongst others, has likewise
been revived by the Duke’s House. The plot of Antonio, Ismenia, and
Amiata, is borrowed from Gerardo, a romance translated from the Spanish
of Don Gonzalo de Cespides, and Moneces; see the story of Don Jayme,
p. 350. As to the plot of Otrante’s seizing Florimel the miller’s supposed
daughter, and attempting her chastity : *Tis borrowed from an Italian novel
writ by Bandello; a translation of which into French, the reader may find
in Les Histoires Tragiques, par M. Belleforest, tom. 1. hist. 12. The same
story is related by M. Goulgrt; see Les Histoires admirables de nétre tems,
8vo. tom. 1. p. 212. : .

Maid’s Tragedy, a play which has always been scted with great applause
at the King’s Theatre; and which had still continued on the %nglis stage,
bad not King Charles the Second, for some particular reasons, forbid 1ts
further appearance during his reign. It has since been revived by Mr.

VOL. I. d Waller,
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‘Waller, the last act having been wholly altered to please the court. This
last act is published in Mr. Waller’s Poems, printed 8vo. in London, 1711.

Masque of Grays-Inn Gentlemen, and the Inner-Temple. This masque
. was written by Mr. Beaumont alone, and presented before the King and
Queen in the Banqueting-House of Whitehall, at the marriage of the
illustrious Frederick and Elizabeth, Prince and Princess Palatine of the
Rhine.

Monsieur Thomas, a comedy, which not long since appeared on the
present stage under the name ot Trick for Trick.

Nice Valour; or The Passionate Madman, a comedy.

Night-Walker; or The Little Thief, a comedy, which I have seen
acted by the King’s servants, with great applause, both in the city and
country,

Noble Gentleman, & comedy, which was lately revived by Mr. Durfey,
under the title of The Fool’s Preferment, or The Three Dukes of Dun-
stable. ‘

Philaster; or, Love Lies a- Bleeding, a tragi-comedy, which has always
been acted with success, and has been the diversion of the stage, even in
these days. This was the first play that brought these excellent authors
in esteem; and this play was one of those that were represented at the
old theatre in Lincoﬁl’s-lnnyFieIds, when the women acted alone. The
prologue and epilogue were spoken by Mrs. Marshal, and printed in
Covent-Garden Drollery, p. 18. About this time there was a prolo%:le
written on purpose for the women by Mr. Dryden, and is printed in his
Miscellany Poems in 8vo. p. 285.

Pilgrim, a comedy, which was revived some yeard since, and a pro-
Jogue spoke, which the reader may find in Covent-Garden Drollery, p. 1.

Prophetess, a tragical history, which has lately been revived by Mr.
Dryden, under the title of The Prophetess; or The History of Dioclesian,
with alterations and additions, after the manner‘of an opera, represented
at the Queen’s Theatre, and printed 4to. London, 1690. For the plot
consult Eusebius, lib. viii. Nicephorus, lib. vi. and vii. Vopisc. Car. and
Carin. Aur. Victoris Epitome. Eutropius, lib. 9. Baronius An. 204. &c:
Orosius, L. vii. c. 16. Coeffeteau, 1. xx. &c.

Queen of Corinth, a tragi-comedy.

Rule a Wife and have a Wife, a tragi-comedy, which within these few
years has been acted with applause, at the Queen’s Theatre in Dorset-
Garden.

Scornful Lady, a comedy, acted with good applause, even in these
times, at the theatre in Dorset-Garden. Mr. Dryden has condemned the
conclusion of this play, in reference to the conversion of Moorcraft the
usurer; but whether this catastrophe be excusable, I must leave to the
critics. :

Sea-Voyage, a comedy lately revived by Mr. Durfey, under the title
of The Commonwealth of Women. This play is supposed by Mr. Dry-
den, (as ] have observed) to be copied from Shakespeare’s Tempest.

¢ The storm which vanish’d on the neighbouring shore,
Was taught by Shakespeare’s Tempest first to roar;
That innocence and beauty which did smile
In Fletcher, grew on this enchanted isle.”

Spanish
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Spanish Cirate, a comedy, frequently revived with general applause.
The plot of Don Henrique, Ascanio, Violante, and Jacintha, is borrowed
from Gerardo’s History of Don John, p. 202, and that of Leandro, Bar-
tolus, Amarantha, and Lopez, from The Spanish Curate of the same au-
thor, p. 214, &c.

Thierry and Theodoret, a tragedy. This play is accounted by some an
excellent old play; the plot of it is founded on history. See the French
Chronicles in the reign of Clotaire the Second. See Fredegarius Scho-
lasticus, Aimoinus Monachus Floriacensis, De Serres, Mezeray, Crispin,
&e.

Two Noble Kinsmen, a tragi-comedy. This play was written by Mr.
Fletcher and Mr. Shakespeare. The story is taken from Chaucer’s
Knight's Tale, which Mr. Dryden has admirably put into modern English;
it is the first poem in his Fables. '

Valentinian, a tragedy revived not long ago by that great wit, the
Earl of Rochester; acted at the Theatre Roya , and printe§ in 4to. 1683,
with a preface concerning the author and his writings. For the plot see
the writers of those times; as Cassidori Chron. Amm. Marcell. Hist. Eva-
grius, lib. ii. Procopius, &c. :

Wife for a Month, a tragi-comedy. This play is in my poor judgment
well worth reviving, and with the alteration of a judicious pen, would be
an excellent drama. The character and story of Alphonso, and his bro-
ther Frederick’s carriage to him, much resembles the history of Sancho
the Eighth, King of Leon. I leave the reader to the perusal of his story
in Mariana, and Louis de Mayerne Turquet.

Wild-Goose Chase, a comedy valued by the best judges of poetry.

Wit at several Weapons, a comedy which by some is thought very
diverting; and possibly was the model on which the characters of the
Elder Palatine and Sir Morglay Thwack were built by Sir William
D’Avenant, in his comedy called The Wits.

Wit without Money, a comedy which I have seen acted at the Old
House in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields with very great applause; the part of Va-
lentine being played by that complete actor Major Mohun, deceased. This
was the first play that was acted afier the burning of the King’s House in
Drury-Lane, a new prologue being writ for them by Mr. Dryden, printed
in his Miscellany Poems 1n 8vo. p. 285.

Woman-Hater, a comedy. This play was revived by Sir William
D’Avenant, and a new prologue (instead of the old one writ in prose)
was spoken, which the reader may peruse in Sir Williamm’s Works in folio,
p- 249. This play was one of those writ by Fletcher alone.

‘'omen Pleas’d, a tragi-comedy. The comical parts of this play
throughout between Barte%lo, Lopez, Isabella, and Claudio, are founded
on several of Boccace’snovels. See day 7. nov. 6. and 8. day 8. nov. 8.

Woman’s Prize; or, The Tamer Tam'd, a comedy, written on the same
foundation with Shakespeare’s Taming of the Shrew; or which we may
better call a second part or counterpart to that admirable comedy. This
was writ by Mr. Fletcher’s pen likewise.

MR
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(OCTAVO 1750.)

Tae public at length rcceives a new edition of the two great poets, who,
with a fate in each cuse alike unjust, were extolled for near a century after
their deaths, as equals, rivals, nay, superiors to the immortal Shakespeare;
but in the present age have been depressed beneath the smooth-puqished
enervate issue of the moderp drama. And as their fame has been so dif-
ferent with respect to other poets, so has it varied also between themselves.
Fletcher was a while supposed unable to rise to any height of ewminence,
had not Beaumont’s stronger arm bore him upwards. Yet no sooner had
he lost that aid, and demonstrated that it was delight and love, not neces-
sity, which made him soar abreast with his amiable friend; but the still
injurious world began to strir the plumes from Beaumont, and to dress
etcher in the whole fame, leaving to the former nothing but the mere
pruning of Fletcher’s luxuriant wit, the lime labor, the plummet, and the
rule, but ncither the plan, materials, composition, or ornaments. This is
directly asserted in Mr. Cartwright’s Commendatory Poem on Fletcher.

¢ Who therefore wisely did submit each birth
To knowing Beaumont ere it did come forth,
Working again until he said, "twas fit,
And made him the sobriety of his wit.
Tho’ thus he call'd his jmée into his fame,
And for that aid allow'd him half the name.” &ec.
e : See CarTwricHT's PoEM BELOW.

Mr. Harris, in his Commendatory Poem, makes Beaumont a mere dead
weight hanging on the boughs of" Fletcher's palm. '

¢¢ When thou didst sit

But as a joint commissioner in wit;

Whe it had plummets hung on to suppress

Its too-luxuriant growing mightiness.

*Tiill as that tree which scorus to be kept down,
Thou grew'st to govern the whole stage alone.™

I believe this extremely injurious to Beaumont; but as the opinion, or
sométhing like it, has lived for ages, and is frequent at this day, it is time
at length to restore Beaumont to the full rank of fellowship which he

ssessed when living, and to fix the standard of their respective merits,
g:fore we shew the degree in which their united fame ought to be placed.
on the British theatre. -

Mr. Cartwright and Mr. Harris wrote thirty years after Beaumont's
death, and twenty after Fletcher’s; and none of the numerous contem-
porary poems, published with theirs before the first folio edition of our
authors, degrade Beaumont so very low as these. Sir John Berkenhead
allows him a full moiety of the fame, but seems to think his genius more
turned to grace sublimity than to sprightliness of imgination. :

*¢ Fletcher's keen treble, and decp Beaumont's Lase.”
' ' Thus
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Thus has this line of Sir John’s been hitherto read and understood, but
its authenticity in this light will be disputed when we come to that poem,
and the justness of the character at present. We have among the Com-
mendatory Poems, one of Mr. Earle’s, wrote immediately after Beaumont’s
death, and ten years before Fletcher’s. He seems to have been an ac-
quaintance as well as contemporary, and his testimony ought to have
much more weight than all the traditional opinions of those who wrote
thirty years after. He ascribes to Beaumont three first-rate plays; The
Maid’s Tragedy, Philaster, and The King and No Kizig. The first of these
has a grave sublimity mingled with more horror an than are fre-
quently seen among the gay-spirited scenes of Fletcher, and probably gave
rise to the report of Beaumont’s deep base. But there is scarce a more
lively-spiritetr character in all their plays than Philaster, and I believe,

- Beaumont aimed at drawing a Hamlet racked with Othello’s love and
jealousy. The King and No King too is extremely spirited in all its
characters; Arbaces holds up a mirror to all men of virtuous principles but
violent passions. Hence he is as it were at once magnanimity and pride,
patience and fury, gentleness and rigor, chastity and incest, and 1s one of the
finest mixture of virtues and vices that any poet has drawn, except the
Hotspur of Shakespeare, and the impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis Acer, of
Homer. (For a defence of this character against Mr. Rymer’s cavils, see
the concluding note on King and No King.) Bessus and his two Swords-
men in this play are infinitely the liveliest comic characters of mere brag-
ging cowards which we have in our language; and if they do not upon
the whole equal the extensive and inimitable humours of Falstaft and his
companions, they leave all other characters of the same species, even
Shakespeare’s own Parolles far behind them.

Our excellent Congreve has consolidated the two Swordsmen to form
his Captain Bluff. And be it his honour to have imitated so well, though
lie is far from reaching the originals. Beaumont lived in the age of due/l-
ling upon every slight punctilio. Congreve wrote his Bluff in the Flanders
war: times when a braggart was the most ridiculous of all characters;
and so far was Beaumont from the supposed grave solemn tragic poet only,
that comic humour, particularly in drawing cowardice, seems his peculiar
talent. For the spirit of Bessus paulum mutatus, changed only so as to
ﬁive a proper novelty of character, appears again in The Nice Valour; or,

assionate Madman. The traces of the samne hand, so strongly marked
in this play, strike a new light upon Beaumont’s character. For in a
letter to Jonson, printed at the end of The Nice Valour, vol. x. he speaks
of himself not as a mere corrector of others works, but as a poet of ac-
knowledged eminence, and of The Nice Valour, and some other comedy,
(which the publisher of the second folio* took for the Woman-Hater) as

* The publisher of the second folio added several genuine songs, prologues, epilogues, and
some lines in particular plays not contained in any former edition, which, by the account
given, they perhaps got ljr)om either an old actor, or a playhouse-prompter; they say, from a

tleman who had been intimate with both the authors, they probably were directed by

ts received from him to place The Woman-Hater directly before The Nice Valour, and to.
make this the other play Beaumont claims. The Little French Lawyer, and The Knight of
the Burning Pestle, are most certainly two plays which Beaumont had a large share in, for his
hand is very visible in the extreme droll character of The French Lawyer who runs duello-
mad; the prologue talks of the authors in the plutal number, and the strain of high burlesque
mn very similar in the two characters of Lazarillo in The Woman-Hater, and Ralpho in

Burning Pestle. Beaumont’s name too is put first in the title-page of the first quarto of
this last play, published a few years after Fletcher's death. .
v 18
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his plays (which must be understood indeed as chiefly his, not excluding
Fletcher's assistance.) Now these two plays totally differ in their manner
from all that Fletcher wrote alone. They consist not of characters from
real life, as Fletcher and Shakespeare draw theirs, but of passions and As-
mours personized, as cowardice in Lapet, nice honour in Shamont, the mad-
ness of different passions in the Madman, the love of nice eating in Laza-
rillo, the Aate of women in Gonderino. This is Jonson’s manner, to whom
in the letter quoted above, Beaumont indeed acknowledges that he owed it,

s~ ¢“ Fate once again
Bring me to thee, who canst make smooth and plain
The way of knowledge for me, and then I,

Who have no good but in thy coppany,
Protest it will my greatest co{nforttn

T acknowledge all I have to flow from thee.
Ben, when these scenes are perfect we'll taste wine:
I'll drink thy muse’s health, thou shalt quaff inine.”

Does Jonson (who is said constantly to have consulted Beaumont, and
to have paid the greatest deference to {is Jjudgment) does he, I say, treat
him in his answer as a mere critic, and judge of others works only? No:
but as an eminent poet, whom he loved with a zeal enough to kindle a love
to his memory, as long as poetry delights the understanding, or friendship
warms the heart.

¢« How I do love thee, Beaumont, and thy muse,
That unto me dost such religion use!
How I do fear myself, that am not worth
The least indulgent thought thy pen drops forth!”

See the remainder of this poen iii. of the Commendatory Verses; see
also the first of these poems by Beaumont himself, the close of which will
sufficiently confirm both his vigour of imagination and sprightliness of
humour. Having thus, we hope, dispersed the cloud that for ages has
darkened Beaumont’s fame, let it again shine in full lustre Britannie sidus
alterum et decus gemellum. And let us now examine.the order and magni-
tude of this poetic constellation, and view the joint characters of Beau-
mont and Fletcher.

These authors are in a direct mean between Shakespeare and Jonson,
they do not reach the amazing rapidity and immortal flights of the former,
but they soar with more ease and to nobler heights than the latter; they
bave less of the os magna sonans, the vivida vis animi, the noble enthusiasm,
the muse of fire, the terrible graces of Shakespeare, but they have much
more of all these than Jonson. On the other hand, in literature they
much excel the former, and are excelled by the latter; and therefore they
are more regular in their plots and more correct in their sentiments and diction
than Shakespeare, but less so than Jonson. Thus far Beaumont and Flet-
cher are one, but as hinted above, in this they differ; Beaumont studied
and followed Jonson’s manner, personized the passions, and drew nature in
her extremes; Fletcher followed Shakespeare and nature in her usual dress
(this distinction only holds with regard to their comic works, for in tragedies
they all chiefly paint from real fife.) Which of these manners is most
excellent may be difficult to say; the former seems most striking, the latter
more pleasing ; the former shews vice and folly in the most ridiculous ]igh:s,

the
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the latter more fully shews each man himself, and unlocks the utmost
recesses of the heart.

Great are the names of the various masters who followed the one and
the other manner. Jonson, Beaumont, and Moliere list on one side; Te-
rence, Shakespeare, and Fletcher on the other.

But to return to our duumvirate, between whom two other small dif-
ferences are observable. Beaumont, as appears by various testtmonies and
chiefly by his own letter prefixed to the old folio edition of Chaucer, was
s harg student ; and for one whom the world lost before he was thirty, had
a surprising compass of literature: Fletcher was a polite rather than a
deep scholar, and conversed with men at least as much as with éooks.
Hence the gay sprightliness and natural ease of his young gentleman are
allowed to be inimitable; in these he has been preferred by judges of can-
dour even to Shakespeare himself. If Beaumont does not equal him in
this, yet being by his fortun: conversant also in high life (the son of a
judge, as the other of a bishop) he is in this too alter ab illo, a good
second, and almost a second self, as Philaster, Amintor, Bacurius in the
three first plays, Count Valore, Oriana, Clerimont, Valentine, and others
evidently shew.

This small difference observed, another appears by no means similar to
it: Beaumont, we said, chiefly studied books and Jonson ; Fletcher Nature
and Shakespeare, yet so far was the first from following his friend and
master in his frequent close and almost servile imitations of the ancient
classics, that he seems to have had a much greater confidence in the fer-
tility and richness of his own imagination than even Fletcher himself: the
latter in his masterpiece, The Faithful Shepherdess, frequently imitates
Theocritus and Virgil; in Rollo has taken whole scenes from Seneca, and
almost whole acts from Lucan in The False One. I do not blame him for
this, his imitations have not the stiffness, which sometimes appears (though
not often) in Jonson, but breathe the frce and full air of originals; and
sccordingly Rollo® and The False One are two of Fletcher’s first-rate plays.
But Beaumont, I believe, never condescended to translate and rarely to
#mitate; however largely he was supplied with classic streams, from his
own urn all flows pure and untinctured. Here the two friends chan

: Beaumont rises in merit towards Shakespeare, and Fletcher g
scends towards Jonson.

Having thus seen the features of these twins of poetry greatly resem-
bling yet still distinct from each other, let us conclude that all reports
which separate and lessen the fame of either of them are ill-grounded and
false; that they were, as Sir John Berkenhead calls them, two [full congenial
souls, or, as either Fletcher himself, or his still greater colleague Shake-
speare expresses it in their Two Noble Kinsmen. Vol. x. p. 3¢.

¢« They were an endless mine to one another;
They were each others wife, ever begetting
New births of wit,”

* Rollo is in the first edition in quarto ascribed to Fletcher alone. The False One is one of
those plays that is more dubious as to its authors. The prologue speaks of them in the plural
number, and °tis probable that Beaumont assisted in the latter part of it, but I believe not
much in the the two first acts, as these are so very much taken from Lucan, and the observa-
tion of Beaumont’s not indulging himself in such liberties holds good in all the plays in which
he is known to have had the largest share.

They
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They were both extremely remarkable for their ready flow of wit i
conversatior as well as composstion, and gentlemen that ,remembered them;
says Shirley, declare that on every occasion they talked a comedy. As
therefore they were so twinned in genius, worth, and wit, so lovely and plea-
sant in their lives, after death, let not their fame be ever again divide¢£

And now, reader, when thou art fired into rage or melted into pity by
their tragic scenes, charmed with the genteel elegance or bursting into
laughter at their comic humour, canst thou not drop the intervening ages,
stefl into Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher’s club-room at the Mermaid, on
a night when Shakespeare, Donn, and others visited them, and there join
in society with as great wits as ever this nation, or perhaps ever Greece or
Rome could at one time boast? where animated each by the other’s pre-
sence, they even excelled themselves;

¢ For wit is like a rest,
Held up at fennis, which men do the best
- With the best gamesters. - What things have we seen
' Done at the Mermaid! heard words that have been
So nimble and so full of subtle flame,
As if that every one from whence they came
Had meant to put his whole wit in a jest,
And had resolv'd to live a fool the rest
Of his dull life; then when there hath been thrown
Wit able’ enough to justify the town !
. Fer three days past; wit that might warrant be
For the whole city to talk foolishly
*Till that were cancell’d ; and when that was gone
‘We left an air behind us, which alone
Was able to inake the two next companies
Right witty; though but downright fools, mere wise.”
BeauMoNT's LETTER to JoNsow, vol. x.

Hitherto the reader has received only the portraits of our authors with-
out any proof of the similitude and justice of the draught; nor can we hope
that will appear just from a mere cursory view of the originals. Many
people rea ‘i!ays chiefly for the sake of the plot, hurrying still on for that
discovery. The happy contrivance of surprising but natural incidents is
certainly a very great beauty in the drama, and little writers have often
made their advantages of it; they could contrive incidents to embarrass
and perﬁlex the plot, and by that alone have succeeded and pleased, with-
out perhaps a single life of mervous poetry, a single sentiment worthy of
memory, without a passion worked up with natural vigour, or a character
of any distinguished marks. The best poets have rarely made this dramatic
mechanism their point. Neither Sophocles, Euripides, Terence, Shake-
speare, Beaumont, Fletcher, or Jonson, are at all remarkable for forming
a labyrinth of incidents and entangling their readcrs in a pleasing perplexity :
our late dramatic poets learnt this from the French, and they from romance-
writers and novelists. We could almost wish the readers of Beaumont
and Fletcher to drop the expectation of the event of each story, to attend
with more care to the beauty and energy of the sentiments, j;ction, pas-
sions, and characters. Every good author pleases more, the more he is
examined; (hence perhaps that partiality of editors to their own authors;
by a more intimate acquaintance, they discover more of their bcauties
than they do of others) cspecially when the stile and manner are quite old-
JSashioned, and the beauties hid under the uncouthness of the dress. The

taste
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taste and fashion of poetry varies in every age, and though our old dramatic
writers are as preferable to the modern as Vandyke and Rubens to our mo-
dern painters, yet most eyes must be accustomed to their manner before
they can discern their exce/lencies. Thus the very best plays of Shakespeare
were forced to be dressed fushionably by the poetic taylors of the late ages
before they could be admitted upon the stage, and a very few years since
his comédies in gegeral were under the highest contempt. Few, very few
durst speak of them with any sort of refard, till the many excellent cri-
ticisms upon that author made people study him, and some excellent actors
revived these comedies, which completely opened men’s eyes; and it is now
become as fashionable to admire as it had been to decry them.

Shakespeare therefore even, in his second-best manner being now gene-
rally admired, we shall endeavour to prove that his second-rate and our
author’s first-rate beauties are so near upon a par that they are scarce dis-
tinguishable. A preface allows not room for sufficient proofs of this, but
we will produce at least some parallels of poetic diction and sentiments,
and refer to some of the characters and passions. '

The instances will be divided jnto three classes: the first of passages
where our authors fall short in comparison of Shakespeare; the second of
such as are not easily discerned from him; the third of those where Beau-
mont and Fletcher have the advauntage.

In The Maid’s Tragedy there is a similar passage to one of Shake-
speare, -the comparison ot which alone will be no bad scale to judge of
their different excellencies. Melantius the general thus speaks of his
friend Amintor. '

¢¢ His worth is t; valiant he is and temperate,

And one thatg;:er thinks his life his o[\‘vur)\e

If his friend need it: when he was a boy

ikls) oft a‘s) Ihretumed (as, wi}tlhout boast

rought home conquest) he would gaze upon me,

And g?cw me mund?to find in what%?:e “l!l)l‘;)

The virtue lay to do those things he heard;

Then would he wish to see my sword, and feel

The quickness of the edge, and in his hand

Weigh it.—He oft would make me smile at this;
His youth did promise much, and his ripe years
\Vil?'see it all performed.” Vol.i. acti.

A youth gazing on every limb of the victorious chief, then begging
his sword, feeling its edge, and poising it in his arm, are attitudes nobly
expressive of the inward ardor and ecstasy of soul: but what is most

observable is,
————— ¢ And in his hand
Weigh it—He oft, &'c.”

By this beautiful pause or break, the action and picture continue in view,
and the poet, like Homer, is eloquent in silence. It is a species of beauty
that shews an intimacy with that father of poetry, in whom it occurs ex-
tremely often3. Milton has an exceeding fine one in the description of
his Lazar-House." -

————————— ¢ Despair

"Tended the sick, busiest from couch to couch,

And over them triumphant Death his dart

Shook,—but delay'd to strike, &'c.” Parap1se LosT, book xi. line 489.

3 See two noble instances at 1. 141. of the 13th Book of the Iliad, and in the application of
the same simile a fcw lines below.
VOL. 1. e ' \ As



xxviii MR. SEWARD’S PREFACE.

To all the under world, all nations, seas,

And unfrequented desarts where the snow dwells;
Wakens the ruin’d monuments, and there
Informs again the dead bones with your virtues ®.”

The four first lines are extremely nervous, but the imoge which appears to
excel the noble one of Jonson above, as Fame pitched on mde nt Apennine
(whose top is supposed viewless from its stupendous height) aud from
thence sounding their virtues so loud that the dead awake and are re-
animated to hear them. The close of the sentiment is extremely in the
spirit of Shakespeare and Milton ; the former says of a storm——

¢¢ That with the hurly Death itself awakes ;"

Milton in Comus, describing a lady’s singing, says;

¢ He took in sounds that might create a soul
Under the ribs of Death.” !

To return to Shakespeare—W ith him we must soar far above the topless
Apennine, and there behold an image much nobler than our author’s
ame.
F ¢« For now sits Expectation in the air ¢,
And hides a sword from hilts unto the point
With crowns imperial.” ——
. Cuorus in Hewry V. actii. scenei.

As we shall now go on to the second class, and quote passages where
the hand of Shakespeare is not so easily discerned from our author’s, if the
yeader hapﬁens to remember neither, it may be entertaining to be left to
guess at the.different hands. Thus each of them describing a beau-
tiful boy.

. ¢ Dear lad, believe it,
For they shall yet belie thy happy years ‘
‘That say thou art a nan: Diana’s lip
Is not more siooth and rubious; thy small pipe
Is as the maidens organ, shrill, and sound,
And all is semblative 2 woman's part.”

The other is .
¢¢ Alas! whatkind of grief can thy years know?

Thy brows and cheeks are smooth as waters be

* When no breath troubles them: believe me, boy,
Care seeks out wrinkled brows and hollow eyes,
And builds himself caves to abide in them.’

# Js but to stick, &c.]—Mr. Seward has in this passage amended the punctuation, whick
in the former copies materially injured the sense. The reader is desired to consult the lection
of the present edition, and note 4* act iii. scene ii. of The Tragedy of Bomduca, vol. ii. p. 323-4.

4 For now sits Expectalion, &c.] See Mr. Warburton’s just observation on the beauty of
the imagery here. But, as similar beauties do not always strike the same taste alike, another
in this play that seems to deserve the same admiration is rejected by this great man as

not Shakespeare’s. The French King speaking of the Black Prince’s victory at Cressy, says,

¢¢ While that his mountain Sire, on mountain standing,
Up in the air crown'd with the golden sun,
Saw his heroic seed, and smil'd to see him .
Mangle the work of Nature.” Henry V. actii. scene 4.
I have marked the line rejected, * and which seems to breathe the full soul of Shakespeare.”

The reader will find a defence and ex tion of the whole passage in note 43 act iv. scenei,
of Thierry and Theodoret, vol. iii. of this editiou. Th
’ €



MR. SEWARD’S PREFACE. xxix

[)

The one is in Philaster, page 131. The other in Twelfth-Night, act i.
scene 4.—In the same page of Philaster, there is a description of Zove,
which the reader, if he pleases, may compare to two descriptions of love
in As You Like It—both by Silvia, but neither preferable to our author’s. -
I cannot quote half of those which occur in the play of Philaster alone,
which bear the same degree of likeness as the last quoted passages, i. e.
where the hands afe scarce to be distinguished; but I will give one parallel
more from thence, because the passages are both extremely fine, though
the hands from one single expression of Shakespeare’s are more visible, a
prince deprived of his throne and betrayed as he thought in love, thus
mourns his melancholy state.

¢ Oh! that I had been nourish'd in these woods
With milk of goats and acorns, and not known
The right of crowns, nor the dissembling trains
Of womens lodks ; but dig'd myself a cave,
Where 13, my fire, my cattle and my bed,
Might have been shut together in one shed;
And then had taken me some mountain girl,
Beaten with winds, chaste as the harden’d rocks
Whereon she dwells; that might have strew'd my bed
With leaves and reeds, and with the skins of beasts
Our neighbours; and have borne at her big breasts
My large coarse issue!”

In the other, a king thus compares the state of royalty to that of a pri-
vate life.
““ No not all these, thrice-gorgeous Ceremony,

Not all these laid in bed majestical,

Can sleep so soundly as the wreiched slave ;

Who with a body fill'd, and vacant mind,

Gets him to rest, crammn’d with distressful bread ;

Never sees horrid Night, the child of hell:

But, like a lackey *, from the rise to set,

. Sweats in the eye of Pheebus, and all night

Sleeps in Elysium; next day, after dawn,

Do!.gs rise and help Hyperion to his horse;

And follows so the ever-running year

With profitable labour to his grave.

And (Eut for ceremony) such a wretch

Winding up days with toil, and nights with sleep,

Hath the forehand and 'vantage of a king.”

The instances of these two classes, particularly the former, where the
exquisite beauties of Shakespeare are net quite reached, are most numer-
ous; and though the design of the notes in this edition was in general
only to settle the text, yet in three of the plays, The Faithful Shepherdess,
The False One, and The Two Noble Kinsmen, that design is much
enlarged, for reasons there asgigned. And if the reader pleases to turn
to these, he will find several parallels between Fletcher, Shakespeare, and

. S Juvenal, Sat. vi.

{® But like a lackey, &c.—Seward proposes altering A to n1s; for A lackey leing ¢ the
idlest of all servants,” ¢ the simile is absurd ;" but n1s lackey “¢ (i. e. the lackey of Phaebus)”
means * one who follows the motions of the sun as constant as a lackey does those of his
master.” s not this a distinction without a difference? ob does Avollo keep but one lackey?—
In supporting the variation, he makes some remarks (which we think uninteresting) on remote
antecedents, apd digresses on the sulject of Richard mentioning the formal Vice, Iniquity,
itk which every reader of Shakespeare's Commentators must be already surfeited.] Mil

. ton,
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Milton, that are most of them to be ranged under one of these classes:
But there is a third class of those instances where our authors have been
so happy as to soar above Shakespeare, and even where Shakespeare is
not greatly beneath himself.

In The Two Gentlemen of Verona, the forlorn Julia, disguised as a
boy, being asked of ‘Silvia how tall Julia was, answers:

¢¢ About my stature: For at Pentecost;
When al{our pageants of delight were play'd,
Our youth got me to play the woman's part,
And I was trimm'd in madam Julia’s gown.
And at that time I made her weep a-good,
For I did play a lamentable part.
Madam, "twas Ariadne passionin,
For Theseus’ perjury and unjust ﬁight 3
Which I so lively acted with my tears,
That my poor mistress, moved therewithal,
Wept bitterly, and would I might be dead,
If 1in thought felt not her very:sorrow."” ¢

Act iv, scene the last.

There is something extremely tender, innocent, and delicate, in these
lines of Shakespeare, but our authors are far beyond this praise in their
allusion to the same story. In the Maid’s Tragedy, Aspatia in like man-
ner forsaken by her lover, finds her maid Antiphila working a picture of
Ariadne; and after several fine reflections upon Theseus, says;

¢ But where's the lady?
Ant. There, madam. )
Asp. Fy, you have miss'd it here, Antiphila,
These colours are not dull and pale enough, .
To shew a soul so full of misery
As this sad lady’s was; do it by mej
Do it again 3{ me the lost Aspatia,
And you shall find all true.—Put me’ on th’ wild island.”
I stand

8 If Iin thought felt not her very sorrow.] Whoever fully catches the tender melancholy

of these lines, will knotv that Julia under such distress could not feign a case so exactly the

rallel of her own, without such emotions as would speak themselves in every feature, and

ow in tears from her eyes. She adds the last line therefore to take off the suspicion of her

being the real Julia. But would she only say, that she felt Julia’s sorrow formerly, when

she saw her weep? No! She must excuse the present perturbation of her countenance, and
the true reading most probably is:

¢ And would I might be dead,
If 1 in thought I;;eel not her very sorrow.”
This better agrees with the double meaning intend‘ed, and with Silvia's reply, who says,

¢¢ She is beholden to thee, gentle youth.
I weep myself to think upon thy words.”

[The teat is surely unexceptionable, and the alteration a needless refinement.]

7 Put me’ on tk’ wild island.] 1 have given theselines as I think we ought to read them,
but very different from what are printed in this edition. Four of the old guarto’s, the folio,
and the late octavo read, i -

¢ And you shall find all true but the wild island.
I stand upon the sea-beach now, and think,” &c.

I observed
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I stand upon the sea-beach now, and think

Mine arms thus, and mine hair blown by the wind,
Wild as that desart, and let all about me

Be teachers of my story ; do my face

(If thou hadst ever feeling of a sorrow)

Thus, thus, Antiphila; strive to make me look
Like Sorrow’s monument; and the trees about me
Let them be dry and leafless ; let the rocks

Groan with continual surges, and behind me

Make all a desolation ; see, see, wenches,

A miserable /ife of this poor picture.” Vol. i. actii.

Whoever has seen either the original or print of Guido’s Bacchus and
Ariadne wil have the best comment on these lines. In both are the arms
extended, the hair blown by the wind, the barren roughness of the rocks,
the broken trunks of leafless trees, and in both she looks like Sorrom’s
monument. So that exactly ut pictura poesis; and hard it is to say, whe-
ther our authors or Guido painted best. I shall refer to the note below
for a farther comment, and proceed to another instance of superior excel-
lence in our authors, and where they have more evidently builtron Shakes-

1 observed to Mr. Theobald, that here was a glaring poetical contradiction. She says,
you'll find all true except the wild island, and instantly she is upon the island.

¢¢ I stand upon the sea-beach now,” &c.

The wild island therefore in her imagination is as true as the rest. The enthusiasm is
noble, but wants a proper introduction, which the change only of a & for a p will tolerably

give.

¢ And you shall find all true.—Put the wild island; !
I stand,” &c.

But as there are numberless instances of many words, and particularly monosyllables, being
dropt from the text (of which there is one in’the same page with these lines, and another in
the same Irhy, vol. i. p. 59. very remarkable) I suppose this to have happened here; for by
readi ut me on lre wild island ;—I stand upon, &c. how nobl{does she start as it were
from fancy to reulity, from the picture into the life? Me’ on th' by elisions common to al}

" our old poets, may become one syllable in the pronunciation ; but if ‘we speak them fall, and
make a twelve syllable verse, it will have a hundred fellows in our authors, and should have
had one but three lines below the passage here quoted, \

¢ Make a dull silence, till you feel a sudden sadness
Give us new souls.” !

As Aspatia’s grief had been of long continuance, sudden was evidently corrupt, and I there-
fore proposed to Mr. Theobald to read sullen, which is an epithet perfectly proper and ex-

tremely nervous ; but as he could by no means be persuaded to mention the former conjecture,
and the only objection he urged was, that it ma(ﬁ:e a twelve-syllable verse, he would not let
one of twelve syllables remain so near it; and therefore without authority of any prior edition,
discarded the epithet intirely from the text, and adopted the reading of the first quarto in the

former passage.
¢ Suppose I sturd upon the seg-beach now,” &c.

As this is much the most unpoetical of all the readings, and the first introducers of the text
in the intermrediate editions claim their corrections from the original manuscript, I can by no
means approve the choice he has made.

[We cannot perceive any necessity for these variations; the oldest quarto is therefore fol-
lowed in this edition.—But is certainly preferable to put, with Seward's elisions ; and suppose,
at the beginning of the line, seems much better than and think at the end, as it continues the
dialogue more eastly. As to sudden, Theolbald’s silent omission is very faulty ; the expression
i durk, but we cannot find that sullen at all assists it.)

peare’s
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peare’s foundation. At the latter-end of King John the King has received
a burning poison; and being asked,

«“ How fares your majesty ?
K. John. Poison’d, ill fare! dead, forsooi, cast off;
And none of you will bid the winter come,
To trust his icy fingers in my maw ; .
Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course
Thro’ my burnt bosom ; nor eatreat the North
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips,
And comfort me with cold.—I do not ask you much,
I beg cold comfort.”

The first and last lines are to be ranged among the {aults that so much |
disgrace Shakespeare, which he committed to please the corrupt taste of
the age he lived in, but to which Beaumont and Fletcher’s learning and
fortune made them superior. The intermediate lines are extremely beau-
tiful, and marked as such by the late great editor, but yet are much imn-

roved in two plays of our authors, the first in Valentinian, where the

mperor, poisoned in the same manner, dies with more violence, fury, and
horror, than King John; but the passage I shall quote is from A Wife for
a Month, a play which does not upon the whole equal the poetic subli-
mity of Valentinian, though it rather'excels it in the poisoning scene. The
Prince Alphonso, who had been long in a phrenzy of melancholy, is
poisoned with a hot fiery potion; under the agonies of which he thus
raves:

¢«¢ Give me more air, more air, air; blow, blow, blow,
Open thou Eastern gate, and blow upon me;
Dastil thy cold dews, ol thou icy moon,
And rivers run thro' my afflicted spirit.
I am all fire, fire, fire; the raging dog-star

. Reigns in my blood; oh, which way shall I turn me ?

" ZEtna and all her flames burn in my head.
Fling me into the ocean or I perish.
Dig, dig, dig, dig, until the springs fly up,
The cold, cold springs, that I may leap into them,
And bathe my scorch’d limbs in their purling pleasures;
Or shoot me into the higher region,
‘Where treasures of delicious snow are nourish'd,
And banquets of sweet hail.

Rug. Hold him fast, friar,
Oh, hew he burns!
Alph. What, will ye sacrifice me?

Upon the altar lay my willing body,
And pile your wood up, fling your holy incense;
And, as I'turn me, you shall see all flame,
Consuming flame. " Stand off me, or I'ou're ashes.
* [ ] *® -* *® . *
. . . +t, o . . .

Mart. To bed, good Sir.
Alph. My bed will burn about me;
Like Phaeton, in all-consuming flashes
Am I enclos’d; let me fly, let me fly, give room
"Twixt the cold bears, far from the raging lion,
Lies my safe way; oh, for a cake of ice now
To clap unto niy heart to comfort me.
Decrepit Winter hang upon ny shoulders,
And let me wear thy frozen icicles,

Like
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Like jewels round about my head, to covl me.

burn out and sink into their sockets,
And my infected brain like brimstone boils;
1 live in hell and several furies vex me.
Oh, carry me where never sun e’er shew'd yet
A face of comfort, where the earth is crystal,
Never to be dissolv'd, where nought inhabits
But night and cold, and nipping frosts and winds,
That cut the stubborn rocks, and make them shiver;
Set me there, friends.”

Every reader of taste will see how superior this is to the quotation
from Shakespeare. The images are vastly more numerous, more judi-
cious, more nervous, and the passions are wrought up to the highest
git_ch; so that it may be fairly preferred to every t in%]of its kind in all

hakespeare, except one scene of Lear’s madness, which it would emulate
too, could we see such an excellent comment on it as Lear receives from
his representative on the stage.

As these last quotations are not only specimens of diction and sentiment,;
but of passions inflamed into poetic enthusiasm; 1 shall refer the reader to
some other parallels of passions and characters that greatly resemble, and
sometimes rival the spirit and sublimity of Shakespeare. He will please
therefore to compare the phrenzy and the whole sweet character of the
Jailor’s Daughter in the Two Noble Kinsmen to Ophelia jn Hamlet,
where the copy is so extremely like the original that either the same hand
drew both, or Fletcher’s is not to be distinguished from Shakespeare’s:—

o compare the deaths of Pontius and /Ecius in Valentinian with that of
Cassius, Brutus and their friends in Julius Ceesar, and if he admires alittle
less, he will weep much more; it more excels in the pathetic than it falls
short in dignity:—To compare the character and passions of Cleopatra in
the Falsc One, to those of Shakespeare’s Cleopatra:—To compare the
gious deprecations and grief-mingled fury of Edith (upon the murder of

er father by Rollo, in the Bloody Brother) to the grief and fury of Mac-
duff, upon his wife and children’s murder. Our authors will not, we hope,
be found /ight in the scale in any of these instances; though their beam in
general fly some little upwards, it will sometimes at least tug hard for a
poise. But be it allowe«f,& that as in diction and sentiment, so in charac-
ters and passions, Shakespearc in general excels, yet here too a very strong
instance occurs of pre-eminence in our authors. It is Juliana in the
Double Marriage, who, through her whole character, in conjugal fidelity,
unshaken constancy and amiable tenderness, even more than rivals the
Portia of Shakespeare, and her death not only far excels the others, but
even the most pathetic deaths that Shakespeare has any where described
or exhibited; King Lear’s with Cordelia dead in his arins, most resembles,
but by no means equals it; the grief, in this case, only pushes an o/d man
into the grave, already half buried with age and misfortunes; in the other,
it is such consummate horror, as in a few minutes freezes youth und beauty
into a monumental statue. The last parallel I shall mention, shall give
Shakespeare his due preference, where our authors very visibly erhulate
but cannot reach him. It is the quarrel of Amintor and Melantius in the
Maid’s Tragedy compared to that of Brutus and Cassius. The beginning
of the quarrel is upon as - just grounds, and the passions are wrought up

to as great violence, but there is not such extreme dignity of character,
VOL. 1. t nor
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nor such noble sentiments of morality in either Amintor or Melantius as
in Brutus.?
Having thus given, we hope, pretty strong proofs of our authors excel-
lence in the sublime, and shewn how near they approach in splendor to the
redt sun of the British Theatre; let us now just touch on their comedies and
raw one parallel of a very different kind. Horace makes a doubt whe-
ther comecy should be called poetry or not, i. e. whether the comedies of
Terence, }?lautus, Menander, &c. should be esteemed such, for in its own
nature there is a comic poetic diction as well as a tragic one; a diction
which Horace himself was a great master of, though it had not then been
used in the drama; for even the sublimest sentiments of Terence, when
his comedy raises its voice to the greatest dignity, are still not clothed in
poetic diction. The British drama which before Jonson received only
some little improvement from the models of Greece and Rome, but sprung
chiefly from tﬁeir own moralities, and religious farces; and had a birth ex-
tremely similar to what the Grecian drama originally sprung from; dif-
fered in its growth from the Greeks chiefly in two particulars. The latter
separated the solemn parts of their religious shews l}:om the satiric farcical
arts of them, and so formed the distinct species of tragedy and comedy;
‘the Britons were not so happy, but suffered them to continue united, even
in hands of as great or greater poets than Sophocles and Euripides. But
they had far better success in the second instance. The Greeks appropriated
the spirit and nerves of Jmetry to tragedy only, and though they did not
wholf;' deprive the comedy of metre, they left it not the sﬁadow of poetic
diction and sentiment ;

¢¢ Idcirco quidam, comaedia necne poema
Esset, queesivére: Quod acer spiritus ac vis
Nec verbis nec rebus inest.”

The Britons not only retained metre in their comedies, but also all the acer
spiritus, all the strength and nerves of poetry, which was in a good measure
owing to the happiness of our blank verse, which at the same time that it
is capable of the highest sublimity, the most extensive and 'noblest harmony
of the tragic and epic; yet when used familiarly is so near the sermo pedes-
tris, so easy and natural as to be well adapted even to the drollest comic
dialogue. The French common metre is the very reverse of this; it is
much too stiff and formal either for ¢ragedy or comedy, unable to rise with

8 One key to Amintor's heroism and distress, will, I believe, solve all the objections that
have been raised to this scene ; which will vanish at once by only an occasional conformity
to our authors ethical and political principles. They held passive oledience and non-resistance
to princes an indis hle duty; a doctrine which Queen Elizabeth’s ness made her
subjects fond ot imbibing, and which her successor’s king-craft, with far diflerent views,
carried to its highest pitcﬁ. In this period, our authors wrote, and we may as well quarrel
with Tasso for Popery, or with Homer and Virgil for Heathenism, as with our authors for
this principle. It is therefore the violent shocks of the highest provocations struggling
with what Amintor thought his eternal duty; of nature rebelling against principle (as a fa~
mous partisan for this doctrine in Queen Ann's reign expressed it, when he happened not to
be in the ministry) which drive the keroic youth into that phrenzy, which maKes him chal-
lenge his dearest triend for espousing too reveng;fl':xlly his own quarrel against the sacred ma-
Jesty of the most abandonedly wicied king. e same key is necessary to the heroism of
Hcius, Aubrey, Archas, and many others of our author's characters; in all which the reader
will perhaps think, there is something unnaturally absurd; but the absurdity is wholly

ehargeable on the doctrine not on the poets. .
. proper
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proper dignity to the sublimity of the one, or to descend with ease to the
Jocose familiarity of the other. Besides the cramp of rhime every line is
cut asunder by so strong a casure, that in English we should divide it into
the three-foot stanza, as

¢ When Fanny blooming fair
First caught my ravish'd sight,
Struck with her shape and air

1 felt a strange delight.” ¢

Take one of the rhimes from these, and write them in two lines, they are
exactly the same with the French tragic and epic metre.

¢« When Fanny blooming fair, first caught my ravish'd sight,
Struck with her air and shape, I felt a strange delight.”

In a Janguage where this is their sublimest measure, no wonder that their
greatest poet should write his Telentaque an epic poem in prose. Every
one must know that the genteel purts of comedy, descriptions of polite
life, moral sentences, paternal fondness, filial duty, generous friendship,
and particularly the (E:licacy and tenderness of lovers’ sentiments are
equally proper to poetry in comedy as tragedy; in these things there is no
sort of real difference getween the two, and what the Greeks and Latins
formed had no foundation in nature; our old poets therefore made no
such difference, and their comedies in this respect vastly excel the-Latins
and Greeks. Jonson who reformed many faults of our drama, and fol-
lowed the plans of Greece and Rome very closely in most instances, yet
¥rescrved the poetiv fire and diction of comedy as a great excellence.
Jow many instances of inimitable poctic beauties might one produce from
Shakespeare’s comedics? Not so many yet extremely numerous are those
of our authors, and such as in an ancient classic would be thought beauties
of the first magnitude. These lie before me in such variety, that I scarce
know where to fix. But I'll confine myself chiefly to moral senliments.
In the Elder Brother, Charles the scholar thus speaks of the joys of
literature ; being asked by his father -

——————— ¢ Nor will you
Take care of my estate?
Char. Butin my wishes;
For know, Sir, that the wings on which my soul
Is mounted, have long since borne her too high
To stoop to any pre: &lat soars not upwards.
Sordid and dunghiil minds, compos’d of earth,
In that gross element fix all their happiness;
But purer spirits, purz'd and refin'd, shake off
That clog of human frailty. Give me leave
T enjoy myself; that place that does contain
My books, the best companions, is to me
A glorious court, where hourly I converse
With the old sages and philosophers ;
And sometimes, for variety, T confer
With kings and emperors, and weigh their counsels;
Calling their victories, if unjustly got,
Unto a strict account, and, 1n my fancy,
Deface their ill-plac'd statues.” Vol. i. act. i. scene ii.

[* This is the first stanza of a song by Lord Chesterficld.  R.] 1 :
n
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In Monsiear Thomas, a youth in love with his friend’s intended wife, after
resisting the greatest temptations of passion, 1s thus encouraged by the
young lady to persevere in his integrity.

Francis. Whither do you drive me?

Cellide. Back to your honesty, make that good ever,
"Tis like a strong-built castle seated high
That draws on all amlitions; still repair it,
Still fortify it : ‘There are thousand foes,
Beside the tyrant Feauty will assail it.
Look to your centincls that watch it hourly,
Your eyes, let them not wander,
Keep your ears,
The two main ports that may betray ye, strongly
From light elief first, then from flattery,
Especially where w'oman beats the parlez;
The Lody of your strength, your noble heart
From ever yiclding to dishonest ends, .
Ridg’d round about with virtuc, that no Lreaches,
No subtle mines may find you.®

9 Our authors, in carrying the metaphor of a citgdel com to the mind through so

any divisions, secmn to have built on the foundation of St. Paul, who in like manner carries
on a metaphor from armour through its several parts. * Ephesians vi. 11. .
" Put on the whole armour of God—having your loins girt about with ¢ruth, and having on
the breast-plate of righteousness.—Above alf, taking the shield of faith, wherewith ye shall
be able to quench all the fiery daris of the wicked; and take the helmet of salvation, and the
sword of the Spirit which is the Word of God. See also the same metaphor in Isaiah, lix. 17.
from whom St. Paul took his. Were I to quote our author's frequent resemblance to the
stile and sentiments of the Scriptures, another very large field would open to us; and this
would help us to the solution of two questions, which tﬁey who have a just taste of the ex-
cellencics of our old English poets naturally ask: 1. How came the British muse in the very
infancy of literature, when but just sprung from the dark womb of monkish superstition, to
rise at once to such maturity, as she £d in Spenser, Shakespeare, Beaumont, Fletcher, Jon-
son and Massenger? 2. What spirit is it that has animated the frozen foggy genius of Britain
into a nobler and fiercer flame of poetry than was ever yet kindled in the !{mght invigorating
climes of France and modern Italy; insomuch, that a Gallic and 1talian eyc is dazzled and
offended at the brightness of the noblest expressions of Milton, and the authors above-mci.-
tioned? We answer. 1t was no less a spirit than the Spirit of God, it was the sun of rightc-
ousness, the hallowed light of the Scriptures that was just then risen on the British clime,
but is still hid in clouds and darkness to France and Italy. A light to which the brightest
strokes of Milton and Shakespeare are but as rays of the mid-day sun, when compared to that
tnefluble inconceivalle lustre which surrounds the throne of God. When the zcal of religion
ran high, and a collection of far the noblest poems that were ever wrote in the world, those of*
Job, David, Tsaiah and all the prophets were daily read, and publicly, solemnly and learnedly
commented upon, in almost every town in the kingdom; when every man thought it a dis-
grace not to study them in private, and not to treasure the noblest parts of them in his me-
mory, what wonder was it that our poets should catch so much of the sacred fire, or that the
British genius should be arrayed with the beams of the east? But when the love of the scrip-
tures waxcd faint, the nerres of our poctry grew in the same proportion weak and languid.
Onec of the best means therefore to gain a true taste of the extreme poetic sublimity of the
sacred scriptures, is to converse with those poets whose stile and sentiments most resemble
them. And the very best mesns to restore the British genius to its pristine vigour, and to
create other Shakespeares and other Miltens, is to promote the study, love and admiration of
those Scriptures. ' ) '

A concurrent cause, which raised the spirit of poetry to such a height in Queen Lliza-
tetl's reign, was the encouragement and influence of the gueen herself; to whom polite
literature was the most courtly accomplishment. Look into Spenser’s Description of her
Lords and Favourites, and you'll find a learned queen made a whole court of poets, just as an
amorous monarch aftciwards made cvery flowery courtier write romance; and martial princes
have turned intimidated armies into heroes, ' :

As
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As Cellide had before used a light behaviour in trial of his virtue, upon
finding it only a trial, and receiving from her this virtuous lecture, he
rejoins ; '

¢ How like the sun

Labouring in his eclipse, dark and prodigious

She shew'd till now? when having won his way,

How full of wonder he breaks out again
And sheds his virtuous beams ?"'

Such passages as these are frequent in our authors comedies; were they
exprest only in genteel prose, they would rank with the very noblest pas-
sages of Terence, but what reason upon earth can be assigned, but mere
Jashion, why, because they are parts of comedies, they should be weakened
and flattened into prose' by drawing the sinews of their strength and
eclipsing those poetic beams that shed vigour, life and lustre on every sen-
timent *

Such poetic excellence therefore will the reader find in the genteel parts
of our author’s comedies, but, as before hinted, there is a poetic stile often
etLually proper and excellent even.in the lowest drollery of comedy. Thus
when the jocose old Miramont in the Elder Brother catches austere solemn
magistrate Brisac endeavouring to debauch his servant’s wife—Before he
breaks in upon him, he says; '

«¢.Oh, th’ infinite frights that will assail this gentleman!!
The %uartans, tertians, and quotidians,
That'll hang, like sergeants, on his worship’s shoulders!
How will those solemn looks appear to 1ne,
And that severe face that speaks chains and shackles!”

How small a change of the comic words would turn this into the sublime
suppose it spoke of Nero by onc who knew he would be at once deserted
by the senate and army, and given up to the fury of the people.

¢« What infinite frights will svon assail the tyrant?
What terrors like stern lictors will arrest him?
How will that fierce terrific eye appear,
Whose slightest bend spake dungeons, chains, and death ?”

Such as the former, is the general stilc of our author’s drollery, particu-
larly of Fletcher’s; Beaumont deals chiefly in another species, the bur-
lesque epic. Thus when the Little comic French Lawyer is run fighting-
mad, and his antagonist excepts against his shirt for not being laced (as
gentlemen’s shirts of that age used to be) he answers,

¢¢ Base and degenerate cousin, dost not know
An old and tatter'd colours to an cnemy,
1s of more honour, and shews more ominous?
This shirt five times victorious I've fought under,
And cut thro’ squadrons of your curious cut-works,
As T will do thro’ thine; shake and be satisfy’d.”

19 There is much less prose left in this edition than there was in all the former ; in which
the measure was often most miserably neglected. Wit Without Money, the very first play
which fell to my lot to prepare for the press after Mr. Theobald’s death, was all printed as
prose, except about twenty lines towards the end; but the reader will now find itas truc
measure as almost any comedy of our authors. . . ' Thi

18
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This stile runs through many of Beaumont’s characters, besides La~
Writ’s, as Lazarillo, the Knight of the Burning-Pestle, Bessus’s two
Swordsmen, &c. and he has frequent allusions to and even parodies of the
sublimest parts of Shakespeare; which both Mr. Sympson and Mr. Theo-
bold look upon as speers upon a poet of greater eminence than the su
posed sneerer (a very great ' crime if true) but I believe it an entire ms-
take. The nature of this burleszue epic requires the frequent use of the
most known and most acknowledged expressions of sublimity, which ap-

lied to low objects render them, not the author of those expressions,
ridiculous. Almost all men of wit make the same use of Shakespeare and
Milton’s expressions in common conversation without the least thought of
sneering either; and indeed if every quotation from Shakespeare thus
jocularly applied is a real sneer upon him, then all burlesque sublime is a
sneer upon the real sublime, and Beaumont sneered himself as well as
Shakespeare.

From these three short specimens the reader will form, we hope, a just
idea of the three stiles used in our author’s Comedies, the sublime, the droll
poetic, and the burlesque sublime. Therc is indeed a small mixture of prose,
which is the only part of our old dramatic poets stile that moderns have
vouchsafed to imitate. Did they acknowledge the truth, and confess their
inability to rise to the spirit, vigour, and digm'? of the other stiles, they
were pardonable. But far from it, our reformed taste calls for prose only,
and before Beaumont and Fletcher’s plays can be endured by such Attic
ears, they must be corrected into prose, as if, because well-brewed porter is
a wholesome draught, therefore claret and burgundy must be dashed with
porter before they were drinkable. For a true specimen of our modern
taste, we will give the reader one cup of our author’s wine thus porterized,
and that by one who perfectly knew the palate of the age, who pleased it
greatly in this very instance, and some of whose comedies have as much or
more merit than any moderns except Congreve. Mr. Cibber has conso-
lidated two of our author’s plays, the Elder Brother, and the Custom of
the Country, to form his Love makes a Man; or, the Fop’s Fortune. In
the former there are two old French noblemen, Lewis and Brisac; the first

roud of his family and fortune, the other of his magisterial power and

ignity ; neither men of learning, and therefore both ;l»]referring courtly
accomplishnents, and the knowfedgc of the world, to the deepest know-
ledge of books, and the most cxtensive literature. Such characters ex-
clude not good sense in general, but in that part of their characters only
where their foibles lie; (as Polonius in Hamlet is a fool in his pedantic
foibles, and a man of sense in all other instances) accordingly Fletcher
makes Brisac and Lewis thus treat of a marriage between their children.

Bri. Good monsieur Lewis, I esteem myself
Much honour'd in your clear intent to join
Our ancient families, and make them one;
And “twill take from my age and cares, to live
And see what you have purpos’d put in act;

Of which your visit at this present is

1 For a further defence of our Authors from this imputation, see note 43 of The Little
French Lawyer, and note 32 of The Woman-Hater. In both which there is a mistake with
regard to the Author of those Plays. When I wrote the notes, I supposed it Fletcher, til
Beaumont’s letter at the end of The Nice Valour, gave me a key, which is given to the reader
in the first section of the Preface, and which explains the difference of manner between Beau-
mont and Fletcher.

A hopeful



MR. SEWARD’S PREFACE. xXxxix

A hopeful omen; I each minute expecti
Th' arrival of my sons; 1 have not wrong’
Their birth for want of means and education,
‘To shape them to that course each was addicted;
And therefore that we may proceed discreetly,
Since what's concluded rashs)y seldom prospers,
You first shall take a strict perusal of them,
And then from your allowance, your fair daughter
May fashion her affection.

ew. Monsieur Brisac,
You offer fair and nobly, and I'll meet you
In the same line of honour; and, 1 hope,
Being blest with but one daughter, I shall not

A impertinemly curious,
’I‘Kg:“;h with my utmost vigilance and study,
I labour to bestow her to her worth :
Let others speak her form, and future fortune
From me descending to her, I in that
Sit down with silence.
Bri. You may, my lord, securely,
Since Fame aloud proclaimeth her perfections, -
Commanding all mens tongues to sing her, praises.

I quote not this as an instance of the sublime, but of our authors genteel
disloguc enlivened by a few poetic figures, as in the last lines Fame 1s per-
wnised and commands the tongues of men. Now let us see this dialogue
modernized: The names of the old gentlemen being changed to Antonio
and Charino, they thus confer. -

4xt. Without compliment, my old friend, I shall think myself much honour'd in your

alliance; our families are both ancient, our children young, and able to support ‘em;
and I think the sooner we set "em to work the better.

Cha. Sir, you offer fair and nolly, and shall find I dare meet you in the same line of

; and I hope, since I have but one girl in the world, you won’t think me a trou-

blesome old fool, if I endeavour to bestow her to her worth; therefore, if you please,

before we shake hands, a word or two by the bye, for I have some considerable questions

to ask you.
ne. Aakeim.
Cha. Well, in the first place, you say you have two sons.
Ant. Exactly.
Cha. And you are willing that one of *em shall marry my daughter?
Ast. Willing.
Chka. My daughter Angel'na?

Ant. AAl;sdina.
Cha. you are likewise content that the said Angelina shall sugvey "em both, and
AS'MI my allowance) take to her lawful husband, which of 'em she pleases?

Content. ‘

Cha. And you farther promise, that the person by her (and me) so chosen (be it elder or
ger) shall be your sole heir; that is to say, shall be in a conditional possession, of at

f:slr three parts of your estate. You know the conditions, and this you positively
promise? '

4rt. To perform. .

Cha. Why then, as the last token of my full consent and approbation, I give you my hand.

4Ant. There's mine. .

Cha. Is't a match?

4Ant. A match.

Cha. Done.

4nt. Done.

Cha. And done !——that’s enough-

Strike out an expression or two of Fletcher’s, and a couple of grasiers
would have put more sense into an-ox-bargain. I blame not the Autlwg}
i
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if a man’s customers resolve to pay the price of Champaign, and yet insist
ugon mild and stale, who would refuse it them? This is only a specimen
of the taste of the late wonderfully enlightened age. But as Shakesfpeare
and Milton have already in a good measure dispersed the clouds of pre-
Judice which had long obscured their excellencies; it is to be hoped that
our eyes are now intred to bear the lustre of such poets, who most resemble
these suns of Britain. To such readers therefore who are desirous of be-
coming acquainted with the excellencies of Beaumont and Fletcher, I
shall beg leave to recommend their plays to be read in the following order,
beginning with which species they like best.*

CLASS 1.
TRAGEDIES AND TRAGI-
COMEDIES. PASTORAL. COMEDIES.
Maid's Tragedy . . vol.1 Faithful Shepherdess vol. 1 Elder Brother . . wvol. 1
Philaster . . . . vol. 1 Rule a Wife and have a Wife
Kinﬁra.nd no Ki . vol. 1 vol. 1
The Two Noble Kinsmen Little French Lawyer vol. 2
vol. 3 Wit without Money  vol. 1
The Double Marriage vol. 2 . Spanish Curate . . vol. 1
The Bloody Brother, or Rollo I‘Yit: Valour, or Passionate
vol. 2 Mad-Man . . vol.3
The False One . . vol. 1
The Knight of Malta vol. 2
Valentintan . . . vol.2
. CLASS I1.
Lawsof Candy . . vol.1 Burlesque Sublime. 'Fair Maid of the Mill,
Loyal Subject . . . vol.1 Fair Maid of the Inn.
The Island Princess . vol. 3 Wild-goose Chase.
Thierry and Theodoret vol. 3 Monsieur Thomas.
Wife fora Month . vol.2 The Chances.
Bonduca . . . . vol.2 Honest Man’s Fortune.
Custom of the Country.
Beggar's Bush.
The Captain.
The Sea-Voyage. .
Love's Cure, or the Martial
Maid.
Coxcomb.
‘ ‘The Knight of the Burning Woman-Hater.
Pestle . . . . vol.2 Wit at several Weapons.
Women pleas'd.
. Tamer tam'd.
Scornful Lady.
CLASS III.

The Coronation . . vol.3 Mask . . . . . vol.3 Pilgrim; e vol. ¢
The Queen of Corinth vul.2 Moral Representations vol.3 Love’s Pilgrimage . vol.e

The Lover's Progress  val. 2 Night-Walker . . vol.3
The Prophetess . . vol. 2 ’ Noble Gentleman . +vol.3
Cupid’s Ecvenge . . vol.3

l}' W himsical as this classing of our Authors’ pluys must appear, it is surely more whim-
sical that Mr. Scward could not find a place in cither class for those exccllent comedics, The
Mad Lover, and The Humorous Licutenant.]

T'hie
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The reader will find many excellent things in this last class, for the
plays of our authors do not differ from each other near so much as those
of Shakespeare. The three last tragedies are detruded so low on account
of their magic and machinery, in which our :uthors fall shorter of Shake-
speare than in an{ other of their attempts to imitate him. What is the
reason of this? Is it that their genius 1mproved by literature and polite
conversation, could well describe men and manners, but had not that poetis .
that creative power to form new beings and new worlds,

——————— “¢ and give to airy nothings
A local habitation and a name”

- as Shakespeare excellently describes his own genius? I believe not. The
enthusiasm of passions which Beaumont and Fletcher are so frequently rapt
into, and the vast variety of distinguished characters which they have so
admirably drawn, shew as strong powers of invention as the creation of
witches and raising of ghosts. 'Fheir deficiency therefore in magic is
accountable from a cause far different from a poverty of imagination; it
was the accidental disadvantage of a liberal and learned education : Sorcery,
witchcraft, astrology, ghosts, and apparitions, were then the universal belief
of both the great vu/ggar and the small, nay they were even the parliamen-
ary, the nationul creed; only some early-enlightened minds saw and con-
temned the whole superstitious trumpery : among these our authors were
probably initiated from their school-days into a deep-grounded contempt
of it, which breaks out in many parts of their works, and particularly in
The Bloody Brother and The Fair Maid of the Inn, where they began
that admirable banter which the excellent Butler earried on exactly in the
same strain, and which, with such a second, has at last drove the bugbears
from the minds of almost all men of common understanding. But here
was our authors disiwlvantage; the taste of their age called aloud for the
assistance of ghosts and sorcery to heighten the horror of tragedy; this
horror they had never felt, never heard of but with contempt, and conse-
quently they had no arche-types in their own breasts of wgat they were
called on to describe. 'Whereas Shakespeare from his low education ** had

. belieyed

*2 Shakespeare from his low education, 8&c.] The gentleman who is most obliged to
Shakespeare, and to whom Shakespeare is most obliged o%'e any man living, happening to see
the sheet of the Preface where Shakespeare’s peculiar superiority over our authors 1n his magic,
is ascribed to the'accidental advantage of a llc))ew education, he could not well brook a passage
which seemed to derogate from his favourite. As Shakespeare had as good sense as our
authors, he thought, he would be as free from real superstition. This does not always follow.
Education will tincture even the brightest parts. There is proof that our authors held all
sorcery, witchcraft, &'c. as mere juggler's tricks, but not the least room to doubt of Shake-
speare’s having believed them in his youth, whatever he did afterwards; and this is all that is
asserted. Is this therefore a derogation? No, it only shews the amazing power of hisgenius; a

ius which could turn the bugbears of his former credulity into the noblest poetic machines.
?eu!;t as Homer built his machinery on the superstitions which he had been bred up to. Both
indeed give great distinction of characters, and great poetic di%nity to the demons they intro-
duce; nay, gey form some new ones; but the system they build on is the vulgar creed. And
‘here (after giving duc praise to the gentleman above, for restoring Shakespeare's magic to its

uine horror, out of that low buﬂpoonery which former actors and managers of theatres had
uni it into) I shall shew in what light Shakespeare's low education always apm&l to

me by the following epitaph wrote many years since, and published in Mr. ley's
Miscellany. :
VOL. fv

g 4 : Upo
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believed and felt all the horrors he painted; for though the universities
and inns of court were in some degree freed from those dreams of super
stition, the banks of the Avon were then haunted on every side.

¢¢ There tript with printless foot the elves of hills,
Brooks, lakes, and groves; there Sorcery bedimn’d
The noon-tide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds,
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault
Set roaring war, &’c.” TempesT.

So that Shakespeare can scarcely be said to create a new world in his
magic ; he went but back to his native country, and only dressed their

oblins in poetic weeds; hence even Theseus is not attended by his own

eities,* Minerva, Venus, the fuuns, satyrs, &c. but by Oberon and his
JSairies: Whereas our authors, however aukwardly they treat of ghosts and
sorcerers, }'et when they get back to Greece (which was as it were their
native soil) they introduce the classic deities with ease and dignity, as
Fletcher in particular does in his Faithful Shepherdess, and both of them
in their Masques; the last of which is put in the third class, not from any
deficiency in the composition, but from the nature of the allegorica
Masque, which, when no real characters are intermixed, ought in genera
to rank below Tragedy and Comedy. Our authors, who wrote them be
cause they were in fashion, have themselves shewed how light they hel

them.
! ' « Tth must commend their king, and speak in praise
: Of the assembly; bless the bride and bridegroom
/ In person of some god ; they're tied to rules .
Of flattery.”—— Maip’s TrRAGEDY, acti. scene 1.
j This was probably wrote by Beaumont with an eye to the Masque a

Gray’s Inn, as well as masques in general. The reader will find a farthe
account of our Authors’ Plays, and what share Mr. Shirley is suppose
to have had in the completion of some that were left imperfect 1n Mr

! Upon Shakespeare’s Monument at Stratford upon Avon.

¢¢ Great Homer's birth sev'n rival cities claim,

| ‘Too mighty such monopoly of Fame :

. Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe .

L His wondrous worth; what ZEgypt could bestow,
With all the schools of Greece and Asia join'd,
Enlarg’d th’ immense expansion of his mind,

Nor yet unrival’d the Mzonian strain,

The British eagle * and the Mantuan swan,

Tow'r equal heights. But happier Stratford, thon,
With incontested laurels deck thy brow ;

Thy bard was thine unschool’d, and from thee brought
More than all Egypt, Greece, or Asia, taught;

Not Homer's sclf such matchless laurels won,

The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakespeare none.”

[The above Note was inserted as a Postscript to Seward's Preface.]

[* Mr. Seward does not seem to have recollected, that in the Two Noble Kinsmen there i

. an equal mizture of Gothic and Grecian manners. It was the common ervor of all our old E
s Hsh writers, from Chaucer to Milton, who has introduced chivalry even into Paradise Lost.

~

* Milton. S .
N ympson
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Sympson’s Lives of the Authors. But before I finish my account of them,
it is necessary to t}pologise for a fault which must shock every modest
reader: it is their frequent use of gross and indecent expressions. They
have this fault in common with Shakespearc, who is sometimes more gross
than they ever are; but I think grossness does not occur quite so often in
him. In the second class of parallel passages where the hands of Shake-
;peare and our authors were not distinguishable, I omitted one instance
or decency sake, but I will insert it here as proper to the subject we are
now upon. Philaster being violently agitat"cjJ by jealousy, and firmly be-
lieving his mistress to have been'loose, thus speaks of a letter which he
bas just received from her, .

e ¢ Oh, let all women
‘That love black deeds learn to dissemble here!
Here, by this paper, she doth write to me,
As if her heart were mines of adamant
To all the world beside; but unto me,
A maiden snow that melted with my looks.”
Vol. i. act iii.

Strength and delicacy are here in perfect union. In like manner Post-
bumus in Cymbeline, act ii, agitated by as violent a jealousy of his wife,
thus describes her seeming modesty : .

——————*¢ Oh, vengeance ! vengeance!
Me of my lawful leau%:em;he rmtra?g’d,

And pray’d me of{’ forbearance, did it with

A pudency so rosy, the sweet look on’t

Might well have warm’d old Saturn ; that I thought her
As chaste as unsunn’d snow.”

This is a most amiable picture of conjugal delicacy, but it may be justly
objected that it draws the curtains of the marriage-bed, and exposes it to
the view of the world ; and if the reader turns to the speech of which it is
a part, he will find much grosser expressions in the sequel. But these
were so far from offending the ears of our ancestors, that Beaumont and
Fletcher, though so often guilty of them, are perpetually celebrated by the
writers of their own and of the followiug age, as the great reformers of the
drama from bawdry and ribaldry. Thus when Fletcher’s charming Pas-
toral, The Faithful Shepherdess, had been damned by its first night’s
audience, Jonson says that they damned it for want of the vicious and
bawdy scenes which they had been accustomed to, and then breaks out in
a rapture worthy of Jonson, worthy of Fletcher:

¢ T that am glad thy innocence was thy guilt,
And wish that all the muses blood was spilt
In such a martyrdom, to vex their cyes
Do crown thy murder'd poem, &'c.”

Yét even_tbis pattern of chastity is not free from expressions which would
now be justly deemed too gross for the stage. Sir John Berkenhead,
speaking of I'letcher’s Works in general, says,

¢ And as thy thoughts were clear, so innocent,

Thy fancy gave no unswept language vent,
Slander'st

\
.
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Slander'st no laws, prophan’st no hol y
As if thy *3 father’s crosier rul'd the syl'.a;:;:eg.S

Our poets frequently boast of this chastity of language themselves. See
the prologue to The Knight of the Burning Pestle. Lovelace, a poet of
no small eminence, speaks of the great delicacy of expression even in the
Custom of the Country.

¢ View here a loose thought said with such a grace,
Minerva might have spoke in Venus' face,
So well disguis'd, that "twas conceiv’d by none,
But Cupid had Diana’s linen on.”

Yet of this play Dryden asserts that it contains more bawdry than all his
plays together. What must we say of these different accounts? Why it is
clear as day, that the stile of the age was so changed, that what was
formerly not estcemed in the least degree indecent, was now become very
much so; just as in Chaucer, the very filthiest words are used without dis-

ise, and says Beaumont in excuse for him, he gave those expressions to
ow characters, with whom they were then in common use, and whom he
could not therefore draw naturally without them. The same plea is now
necessary for Beaumont himself and all his contemporary dramatic poets;
but there is this grand and essential difference between the gross expres-
sions of our old poets, and the more delicate lewdness of modern plays. In
the former, gross expressions are generally the language of low lite, and
are given to characters which are set in despicable lights: in the latter,
lewdness is frequently the characteristic of the kero of the comedy, and so
intended to inflame the passions and corrupt the heart. Thus much is
necessary in defence, not only of our authors, but of Mr.Sympson and
myself, for engaging in the publication of works which contain a great
many indecencies, which we could have wished to have been omitted ; and
which, when I began to prepare my part of the work for the press, I had
actually struck oﬂg as far as I could do it without injuring the connexion
of the context; but the booksellers pressed, and indeed insisted upon their
restoration : they very sensibly urgeg the last-mentiongd plea, and thought
that the bare notion of a curtailed edition would greatly prejudice the sale
of it. 'We hope therefore that the reader will not be too severe on the
editors of works which have great excellencies, and which in general tend
to promote virtue and chastity, though the custom of the age made the
authers not entirely abstain from expressions not then esteemed gross, but
which now must offend every modest ear.

Hitherto we have treated of our authors and their merit, something
must be added of the attempt of the present editors to clear them from
that mass of confusion and obscurity flung upon them by the inaccuracy
of former editors, or what was worse, by the wilfulness and ignorance of
our old players, who kept most of their plays many years in manuscript as
mcre play-house properties, to be changed and mangled by every new
actor’s humour and fancy. As this was t%:e case of most of our old plays,
the learned Mr. Upton seems strangely mistaken in asserting that no more
liberty ought to be taken in the correction of the old [mangled] text of
Shakespeare, than with the two first [accurate] editions of Paradise Lost.

13 Fletcher, bishop of London.
Upon .
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Ubpon this groundless assertion are built those very undeserved reflections
upon the eminent editors of Shakespeare who are compared to the vice of
the old comedy beating their author’s original text with their daggers of
lath. Surely something very different from such sarcasm is due from
every true lover of Shakespeare to those editors whose emendations have
cleared so many obscurities, and made so many readers study and perceive
innumerable excellencies which had otherwise been passed over unnoted
and perhaps despised. For verbal criticisin, when it means the restoring
the true reading to the mangled text, very justly holds the palm from
every other species of criticism, as it cannot be performed with success
without comprehending all the rest; it must clearly perceive the stile,
manner, characters, beauties and defects: and to this must be added some
sparks of that original fire that animated the poet’s own invention. No
sooner therefore were criticisms wrote on our English poets, but each deep-
red scholar whose severer studies had made him frown with contempt on-
poems and plags, was taken in to read, to study, to be enamoured: he
rejoiced to try his strength with the editor, and to become a critic himself :
nay, even Dr. Bentley’s strange absurdities in his notes on Milton, had
this good effect, that they engaged a Pearce * to answer, and perhaps were
the first motives to induce the greatest poet, the most universal genius,}
one of the greatest orators, and one of the most tndustrious scholars in the
kingdom each to become editors of Shakespeare.. A Pope, a Warburton,
and a Hanmer did honour to the science by engaging in criticism; but the
worth of that science is most apparent from the distinction Mr. Theobald
gained in the learned world, who had no other claim to honour but as a
critic on Shakespeare. In this light his fame remains fresh and unblasted,
though the lightning of Mr. Pope and the thunder of Mr. Warburton have
been both launched at his head. Mr. Pope being far too great an original
himself to submit his own taste to that of Shakespeare’s was fairly driven
out of the field of criticism by the plain force of reason and argument ; but
he soon retired to his poetic ritade?, and from thence played such a volle

of wit and humour on his antagonist, as gave him a very grotesque profile
on his left; but he never drove him from his kold on Shakespeare, and his
countenance on that side is still clear and unspotted. Mr. Warburton’s
attack was more dangerous, but though he was angry from the apprehen-
sion of personal injuries, yet his justice has still lett Mr. Theobald in pos-
session of great numbers of excellent emendations, which will always
render his name respectable. The mention of the merit of criticism in
establishing the taste of the age, in raising respect in the contemptuous,
and attention in the careless readers of our old poets, naturally leads us to
an enquiry, Whence it comes to pass, that whilst almost every one buys
and reads the works of our late critical editors, nay almost every man of
learning aims at imitating them and making emendations himself, yet it is
still the fashion to flirt at the names of critic and commentator, and almost

* Dr. Zac Pearce, late Bishop of Rochester. R.] :

4+ Mr. Seward here ascribes to Bentley's notes on Milton consequences which they did not
produce : Mr. Pope's Edition of Shakespeare appeared several years b;fore Bentley published
his edition of Milton ; and, from the date and contents of the celebrated Letter of bishop War-
burton to Concannen (which, although it has not yet found its way to the press, Dr. Akenside
says, ¢ will probably be remembered as long as any of this prelate’s writings,”) it manifestly
appears, that the notes of that learned editor were, what he asserts them in his Preface to have
been, *< among his_younger amusements,” and consequently pricr to the publication of

Bentley's Milton. R.]

’ to



xlvi MR. SEWARD’S PREFACE.

to treat the very science with derision. The enquiry has been often made
by critics themselves, and all have said, that it was owing to the strange
mistakes and blunders of former critics, to mens engaging in a science
which they had neither learning nor talents to manage and adorn. Each
thinking himself exempt from the censure, and each having it retorted
upon him in his turn. If thisis the case, I am afraid all remedy is hope-
less; if the great names above-mentioned did really want abilities for the
frovince they undertook, who shall dare to hope that he possesses them ?

f frequent mistakes in an editor are totally to sink his merit, who can
escape the common wreck?—But I am far from thinking this to be the
sole or even the principal cause; and the two, which I shall assign as
much greater inlets to this disgrace on the art of criticism, are such as
to admit of the easiest remedy in the world, a remedy in the power of
critics themselves, and which their own interest loudly calls on them all to
apply. The first causc is; that in a science the most fallible of all others,
depending in a great measure on the tottering bottom of mere cozlz;'ectm,
almost every critic assumes the air of certainty, positiveness and infallibility;
he seems sure néver to miss his way, though in a wilderness of confusion,
never to stumble in a path always gloomy and sometimes as dark as mid-
night. Hence he dogmatizes, when he should only propose, and dictates
his guesses in the despotic stile. The reader, and every rival editor, catches
the same spirit, all his faults become unpardonable, and the demerit of a
few mistakes shall overwhelm the merit of all his just emendations: He
deems himself perfect, and perfection is demanded at his hands; and this
being no where else found but by each writer in his own works, every
putter-forth of two or three emendations swells as big, and flings his spittle
as liberally on a Warburton, a Hanmer, or a Theobald, as if he were the
giant and they the dwarfs of eriticism; and he has, upon the supposition
of perfection being necessary, this evident advantage of them, that an
editor of three or four cmendations has a much better chance to avoid
mistakes than the editor of three or four thousand; though it has gene-
rally happened, that they who were very obscure in merit have had their
demerits as glaring as the most voluminous editors.

From the same source arises the second still more.remarkable cause of
eritical disgrace, it is the ill language and ungentleman-like treatment which
critics have so frequently giveu their rivals. ~ If the professors of the same
science are continually cuﬂ%ng and buffeting each other, the world will set
them on, langh at, and enjoy the ridiculous scuffle. Is it not amazing,
that ignorant, absurd, blundering dunces and blockheads should be the com-
mon epithets and titles, that gentlemen of learning and liberal education
bestow on each other, for such mistakes as they know that all their brotker
eritics have been constantly guilty of, and which nothing but the vainest
self-sufficiency can make them suppose themselves exempt from ?

- ¢ eheu
Quam temere in nosmet legem sancimus iniquam !”

[f we ourselves are guilty of the very same sort of mistakes for which we
stigmatize others as blunderers and' blockheads, we brand our own fore-
heads by our own verdict, obliquy upon us is bare justice, and we become
blunderers and blockheads upon record. The first remarkable introducer*

[* Dr. Bentley. R.]
. of
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of critical editions of our English poets thotht his superior learning gave
him a right to tyrannise and trample upon all his rival editors; but havin
none to exercise his fury upon, in his edition of Paradise Lost, he rai
:,Ilaatom editor, in the person of whom he flung dirt upon Milton Aim-

if. But the_ present worthy bishop of Bangor*® not only cleared his
beloved poet from such unjust aspersions, but shewed that he could answer
slander, sneer and obliquy, with decency, candour, and good manners,
Happy had it been for the learned world, had those excellent notes been
u;prst Jjoined to Milton’s teat; that his candour, and not the other’s coarse-
niess, might have been the standard of critical language; but as great part
of those notes are now engrafted into Dr. Newton’s elegant edition, it is
to be hoped that they will henceforth become so. Happy for us had it
been too, if Sir Thomas Hanmer had carried on that candour and good
manners which appear in his Preface into a body of notes upon his author;
he had not only placed his emendations in a much fairer and more con-
spicuous light; he had not only avoided the objection which some have
made of an arbitrary insertion of his alterations into the text; but he
would have set us an example of elegance and politeness of stile, which
we must perhaps in vain hope for from any man, that has not been long
exercised in one of the great schools of rhetoric, the houses of parliament ;
unless some other eminent orator or another speaker should become am
editor, as well as a patron of criticisms. Mr. Theobald, who was a much
better critic on Shakespeare than Dr. Bentley had been on Milton, yet
followed the doctor’s stile and manner, and in some measure deserved the
lash he smarted under in the Dunciad; for though he had a right to cor-
xect Mr. Pope’s errors upon Shakespeare, he had none to use so exalted a
character with the least disrespect, much less with derision and contempt.
Mr. Upton, a gentleman of very distin?uished literature, has in his
marks on Shakespeare followed this stile of triumph and insult over his
rival critics, and as this gentleman will, I hope, long continue his services
to the learned world, I will endeavour to convince him of the injustice and
- ill policy of such treatment of them. The best canon to judge of an editor’s
merits, seems to be a computation of the good and bad alterations which
he has made in the text; it the latter are predominant he leaves his author
worse than he found him, and demerits only appear at the bottom of the
account: If the good are most numerous, put the bad ones on the side of
debtor, -balance the whole, and we shall easily see what praises are due to
him. Now if some hundred good ones remain upon balance to each of
the three last editors of Shakespeare, how unjust is it for a publisher of
only thirty or forty alterations (supposing them all to be perfectly just) to
speak with contempt of those, whose merits are so much more conspicu-
ous than his own? But to do this, without an assurance of being himself
exempt from the like mistakes, is as impolitic as it is unjust. I have not
now time for an examination of this fntlcman’s criticisms on Shakes-

; but I will choose a very particular specimen of his mistakes, for it

shall be the very same which a real friend of this gentleman published as
a specimen of his excellencies, in Mr. Dodsley’s Mus®um, a monthly pam-
phlet then in great repute. This specimen consisted of two alterations which
the letter-writer thought very happy ones. The first was in Antony and
Cleopatra, act ii. scene iv. "I:he Soothsayer thus advises Antony to shun
the society of Cesar.

. wards i, Rochester. R.
[* Afterwards Lishop of Roc ] O Autony,
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¢ O Antony, stay not by his side.
Thy demon, that’s thy spirit which keeps thee, is
Noble, couragious, high, unmatchable,
Where Casar’s is not.  But near him thy angel
Becomes a fear”

i.e. becomes not only fearful but even fear itself. The image is extremely
poetical; for as Antony’s d@inon was according to the heathen theology
personised and made something different from Auntony, so the passion of
JSear is not only personised, but even pluralised: The imagination beholds
many fears, and Antongl’s spirit becomes one of them. Thus doubts and
Jfears arc personised in Macbeth, and become his vexatious companions.

< I'm cabin’d, crib'd, bound in
To saucy doubts and fears.”

Thus God himself personises ‘{ear, and sends it among the Canaanites
as the harbinger of Israel. Exodus xxiii. and xxvii. And again in Eze-
kiel xxx. 18. He says, I will put a fear in the land of Egypt. Thus the
companions of Mars in Homer are Aspos 7" 0¢ $4Co5, A. 440. Terror and
, fear. But the instance the most apposite, is in The Maid’s Tragedy, where
the forlorn Aspatia sees her servant working the story of 'Igheseus and
Ariadne, and thus advises her to punish the perfidy of the former.

¢¢ In this place work a quick-sand,
And over it a shallow smiling water,
And his ship ploughing it; and then a fear,
Do that fear Eravgy." Vol. i. actii,

Here though fear could only in painting be expressed on their coun-
tenances, yet poetry goes farther, '

——¢¢ and gives to airy nothings s
A Jocal habitation and a name.” '

These are those great strokes which a man must be born with a soul to
rceive as well as write, otherwise not all the reading of an Upton or a
ntley can give the least idex of them. These are those inimitable

graces of poetry which a critic’s pencil should no more dare to retouch
than a modern painter should the cheek or eye of a Raphael’s Madona.
For see how flat and dim it will appear in this gentleman’s celebrated
alteration: he reads,

—*¢ but near him thy angel

Becomes afcar’d.” * How

[* My. Seward here introduces,a note conlaining a very prolix commentary on some pas-
sages in Shakespeare’'s Antony and Cleopatra—In the lines,

¢ If we draw lots, he speeds;

His cocks do win the battle still of mine,
When it is all to nought; and his quails ever
But mine in-hoop'd at odds,”

Ae says there is ““ evidently a sad anti-climax : His cocks win the battle of mine when itisall
to nought on my side, and his 3uails, fighting in a Aoop, beat mine when the odds are on my
side;” ¢nd would therefore read,

** Beat
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How should we have flatned our authors if we had, as the Rehearsal calls
it, transprosed them in the like manner?
¢¢ In this place work a quicksand,

And over it a shallow smiling water,

Aud his ship ploughing it, and them gfear'd;

Do their fear bravely.”
The second instance quoted in the Muszum as a proof of Mr, Upton’s
excellency, is his alteration of another of Shakespeare’s peculiar graces in
the following celebrated passage. '

¢ Ay, but to die, and go we know not where;
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot:
is sensible warm motion to become

A kneaded clod, and the delighted spirit

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside

In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice.”
The epithet delighted in the fourth line is extremely beautiful, as it carries
on the fine antithesis between the joys of life and the horrors of death.
This sensible warm motion must become a kneaded clod, and this spirit, de-
lighted as it bas hitherto been with the soothing delicacies of ~ense and
the pleasing ecstacies of youthful fancy, must bat!c in fiery floods. This
is peculiarly proper from a youth just snatched from revelry and wanton-
ness, to suffer the anguish and horror of a shameful death. But this
beautiful sense not being seen, Mr. Upton makes the first editor surpris-
ingly blind indeed, for be says that he did not see the absurdity of a spirit’s
being delighted to bathe in fiery floods. Upon supposition therefore of this
absurdity being chargeable on the old text, he alters delighted spirit to de-
linquent spirit: A change which totally loses the whole spirit of the poet’s
original sentiment. These are such mistakes that neither the most cxten-
sive literature nor the accuracy of a Locke’s judgment can secure a man
from; nor indeed any thing but a poetic taste, a soul that

¢ Is of imagination all compact,”

¢¢ Beat mine in whoop’d-at odds.”

Dr. Joknson mentions and rejects this variation; Dr. Farmer denies the necessity of change.
¢ The editions (says Seward) which distinguish Antony’s speech (as conjecturej by
Cleopatra, act i. sc. v.) either by ltalics or commas, make him only say, ¢ Where's my ser-
pent of old Nile?' the rest is Cleopatra’s own.——Antony's speech should be continued as the
metaphor is, ) .
¢ ——Where’s my serpent of old Nile?
——Now I feed myself
With most delicious poison?’'—

# Both parts belong to him.”  No editor of Shakespeare mentions this.

For sroAD-fronted Casar ke would sulstitute BALD-fronted. T'his Steevens notices.

Myr. Seward also reprolates Hanmer's alteration ¢f arm-gaunt to arm-girt; ** I suppose
(says he) he meant with arms or shoulders tound round wili- trappings. '?he expression is
very stiff in this sense, and justly rejected by Mr. Warburton, who restores arm-gaunt, and
exﬁains it of a war-horse grown gaunt or lean by long marches and frequent fights. But why
must Antony, after a profound peace and 4 long revel iu the arms of Cleopatra, upon his return
to Rome, have nothing to ride but an old batiered lean war-horse? Besides, lean horses are
seldom remarkable like this for neighing loud and vigorously. By arm we all understand the
shoulder, in Latin, Armus; gaunt is lean or thin. It is common for poets to mention the
most distinguished beauty of any thing to express beauty in general, by synecdoche a part is
put for the whole: Arm-gaunt therefore signifies thin-shouldered, which we know to be one
of the principal beauties of a horse, and the epithet has, from the uncominon use of ¢ither

of the compound word in this sense, an antigue dignity and grandeur in sound that poets
much delight in.”  Edwards sneers at this ; b}t;t surely Ilfry Seward's argument is judicious. ]

YOL. 1. hat
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Such as must spend above an hour, to spell
A challenge on a post, to know it well.
But

share in the composition of the Maid's Tragedy, Philaster, and the King and no King, and
that Bessus in particular was drawn by him. [See Mr. Earl's pvem below.] This was
undoubtedly the geason why Beaumont's name is put first in the old quarto’s of these plays,
published by the players after Beaumont's death, but before Fletc?wr‘s. For would the
players have complimented the dead at the expence of their living friend, patron, and su
porter? After two such proofs as these, general expressions or cven traditional opinions of the
panegyric-writers thirty years after are highter than vanity itself. From these plays no dis-
tinction of hands between Beaumont and Fletcher was discerned, nor any suspicion of such a
distinction occurred 'till I came to the Woman-Hater, vol.3, which appeared visibly to
have more of Jenson's manner than any play | had before met with, whiciﬁl mentioned at
note 32 on that play, when deceived as Langbane bad been by the first quarto (published
several years after the death of both the authors) I verily thought that it had been Fletcher's
only. lyhad not then attended to the poem of Bcaumont's to Jonson, published at the end of
the Nice Valour, and Woman-Hater, by the second folio. If the reader will consult that
poem, he will find that it was sent from the country to Jonson with two of the precedent
comedies not then finished, but which Beaumont claims as his own.

Ben, when these sccnes are perfect, we'll taste wine,
Ll drink thy muse's health, thou shalt quaff mine.

1t is plain that they had becn his amusement during a summer vacation in the country, when
he had no companion but his muse to entertain him; for all the former part of the poem is a
description of the execrable wine, and the more exccrable company which he was forced to
endure. Fletcher therefore could not be with him. So that there are certainly two come-
dies which properly belong to Beaumont only, which therefore we must endeavour to find
out. The verses tell us that he acknowledged all he had to be owing to Jonson, there is no
doubt therefore of his imitating Jonson’s manner in these comedics. %hirley in the first folio,
and the publisher of the second folio, both agree in making the Nice Valour one of these
plays: now this play is extremely in Jonson’s manner, as is observed in the beginning of the

reface and at note 8 on the verses to Jonson. The prologue of this play has no weifht,
geing wrote several years after it, but the epilogue was evidently wrote in the author’s life-
time, probably either by the author himself, or elsc by his friend Jonson: for 'tis extremely
like Jonson in’his prologues and cpilogues, who generally lets his audience know, that if they
did not admire him it was their faults, not his. So this epilogue makes the author declare
the play is good,

He says, * he knows it, 1f well understood. [*The Author.

How unlike is this to Fletcher and Shakespeare’s manner, who, when they join together
in the Two Noble Kinsmen, are even Modesty itse{f'? See the prologue and epilogue to that
play, vol. 3. the latter has these lines; ’

And yct mistake me not, I am not hold,

He've no such cause.  If the tale we have told

(For 'tis no other) any way content,

(For to that honest purpose it was mcant)

We have our end; and ye shall have €'er long,

I dare say many a better to prolong .
Your old loves to us.

T hope the reader will now see sufficient grounds to believe that the Nice Valour was Beau-
mont's play: it is not demonstration, but it is a high degree of probability. But still the dis-
tinction of manner from Fletcher, in personizing the passions and not drawing from real life
spoke of above, will not follow if Fletcher wrote the eVom:m-Hau:r, as the first edition in
uarto of that play asscrts, but the second contradicts it, and puts Beaumont’s name first in
the title-page, and c!vims its changes from the author's manuscript. The publisher of the
second folio follows tl:e -econd quarto, and makes it one of the plays referred to in Beaumont's
verses. The prologue appears to be wrote by the author himself, speaks of himself in the
singular number, and shews great confidence in the goodness of the play, aud an utter con-
temp! of twopenny gallery judges. Here Beaumont's hand’ therefore seemed visible. I
thereforc began to recollect whicl of the foregoing plays most resembled this, to see what light
might be gained from them ; the first that occurred was the Knight of the Burning Pestle,
which is all burlesque sublime, as Lazarillo's character in the Woman-Hater is throug}ﬁmt.
ere
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But since it was thy hap to throw away
Much wit, for which the people did not pay,
Because

Here all the editions give the Knight to Beaumont and Fletcher, this therefore is clear, and
the prologue of that play is in stile and sentiments so exactly like that of the Woman-Hater,
that the same hand undoubtedly drew both. Believing therefore that the Nice Valour was
Bezumont’s only, and that he rlad at least the greatest share of the Woman-Hater and the
Knight of the Burning Pestle, I proceed to other plays, and first to the Little French Lawyer,
where La-writ runs _/thting-mad just as Lazarillo had run euting-mad, the Knight of the
Bumning Pestle, romance-mad; Chamont in the Nice Valour, honour-mad, &c. 'This is
what our old English writers often distinguish by the name of humour. The stile too of La-
writ, like Lazarillo’s and the Knight's, is often the burlesque sublime. Here I found the pro-
logue spakin‘g of the authors in the plural number, i. ¢. Beaumont and Fletcher. There is
:lfood deal of the same humour in the Scornful Lady, wrote by Beaumont and Fletcher, as
the quartos declare. The publishers of the General Dictionary, whose accuracy deserves
the hiq::::applnuse, have helped me to another play, the Martial Maid, in which Beaumont
had a s| , and Jonson’s manner of characterising is very visible; an cffeminate youlh and a
masculine m\mg lady are both reformed by love, like Jonson's Every Man in his Humour,
and Every Man out of his Humour. Wit without Money and the Custom of the Count
which have Beaumont's name first in all the editions, have something of the same hand,
particularly in Valentine’s extravagant contempt of money, and do great honour to Beaumont,
as both are excellent plays, and the first an incomparable one. ~Shirley supposes the Hu-
morous Lieutenant to be one of the plays referred to by Beaumont’s verses to Jonson, and the
publisher of Beaumont's poems, wlgic came out about five years after Shirley’s folio of our
aumthor’s plays, has wrote under that poem the Maid in the Mill. This, I suppose, was a
marginal note of somebody who believed Beaumont to have been a joint author in that play.
It seems highly probable t{at he was so in both these plays, as the Lieutenant and Bustapha
are both strong caricatures, and much in Beaumont's manner. The False One mentions the
authors in the plural number, and I believe Beaumont chiefly drew the character of Septimius
which gives name to the play; but whatever share he had in that play, it does him great
honour.  Cupid's Revenge, which all the editions ascribe to Beaumont and Fletcher, is only
iled from being a very good tragedy by a ridiculous mixture of machinery ; this play, the
oble Gentleman, and the Coxcomb, are all that remain which have any sort of external
evidence which I know, of Beaumont’s being a joint author, and these I build nothing upon.
There are two others that partake of his manner, which for that reason only I suspect; the
Spanish Curate, and the Laws of Candy; the latter of which extremely resembles the King
and no King in its principal characters.” But we need not rest upon mere conjectures, since
Beaumont’s share of the Maid's Tragedy, Philaster, and the King and no King, give him a
full lr&ght to share equally with Fletcher the fame of a tragic poet ; and Wit without Money,
the Nice Valour, and the Little French Lawyer, raise his character equally high Sin comedy.
' EWARD.

Mr. Seward has been exceedingly elaborate in this disquisition; wherein, weapprehend,
no one meets conviction, though the writer seems to be himself so perfectly satisfied, both
with the internal and external evidence. - With respect to the first, the reader will judge for
himself; in the sccond, he appears to be uncommonly erroneous.

Seward speaks of the first quarto of the Woman-Hater; the first quarto he ncver saw:
He says, it was published several years after the death of both authors; it was published in the
life-time of botA, in the year 1607. This copy is, indeed, very scarce; and had not Mr.
Garrick’s invaluable library been as easy, as most others are difficult, of access, a perusal of
that edition would not, perhaps, have been obtained.

The first quarto was printed (as before observed) in 1607, withoutany author’s name pre-
fixed, but in Mr. Garric?('s copy has been wrote ¢ by John Fleu:her,"thmugh which name a
pen has been run, and  Francis Beamont’ wrote over the line; even this interlineation ap-

to be very old. The second quarto appeared in 1648, the title whereof mentions

her singly; and the third in 1649, which m both names. The third, however, scems

to be merely the second, with a new title-page, and the additions of the auxiliary title The

Coyrtier, a drama, and D’ Avenant's prologue for the revival.

reat stress is also laid by Seward on the situation of Beaumont's letter to Jonson;

but this situation is evidently a mere casualty of the press. To expedite the printing, the first

folio was divided into eight different portions, as the printer's directory letters for the book-
binder, and the numeration of the pages, evince. )

The plays allotted for t{ae third portion were, Chances, Loyal Subject, L.aws of Candy,
Lover’ grogreu, Island Princess, Humorous Lieutenant, and Nice Valour: Tha:k not

making
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Because they saw it not, I not dislike

This second publication, which may strike

Their consciences, to see the thing they scom'd,

To be with so much wit and art adorn'd.

Besides, one "vantage more in this I see,

Your censurers must have the quality

Of reading, which I am afraid is more

Than half your shrewdest judges had before. Fr. Beavsoxr.

II.
To the worthy Author Mr.JonrN FLETCHER, upon his Faithful Shepherdess.

Tae wise, and many-headed lench, that sits
Upeon the life and death of plays, and wits,
(Compos'd of gamester, captain, kuight, knight's man,
Lady, or Pucclle, that wears mask or fan,
Velvet, or taffata cap, rank’d in the dark
With the shop's foreman, or some such lrave spark,
That may judge for his siz-pence) had, before
They saw it half, damn’d thy whole play; and, more,
‘Their motives werc, since it had not to do
With vices, which they Icok’d for, and came to.
I, that am glad thy innocence was thy guilt,
And wish that all the muses’ blood were spilt
In such a martyrdom, to vex their eyes,
Do crown thy murder'd poem; which shall rise
A glorified work to time, when fire,
Or moths, shall eat what all these fools admire. - Ben. JonNsox.

making perfect sheets, the editor, to avoid leaving a blank leaf in the body of the book, there
inse! this letter; and hence, undoubtedly, onginated the situation of the poem, which
ought (did its title deserve attention) to have been placed at the end of the whole work ; for
h‘::g any specification been intended, we should not have had' the vague expression, ¢ furo Ia
the precedent,” but ¢ the two precedent comedies.”

ward says, Shirley supposes the Humorous Lieutenant to be one of the plays referred
to by the verses: Shirley thought nothing of the matter, knew nothing of the arrangement,
did nothing but write the preface: 1t were unjust to believe he did more.—It is not alwa
easy to discover Seward’s meaning; but he seems, however, to have distrusted Shirley's sup-
position, and to have relied on the subsequent editor, by saying the verses ¢ were published at
the end of the Nice Valour ANp Woman-Hater, in the second folio.” This proves nothing;
that editor continued therp with the play to which he found them annexed.

The title to these verses runs, ¢ Klr. Francis Beaumont's Letter to Ben. Jonson, written
before he and Master Fletcher came to London, with two of the precedent comedies then not
finished, which deferred their merry meetings at the Mermaid.” 1f this title and the situa-
tion afford proof of any kind, it will be directly opposite to Seward’s opinion: First, as the
title mentions *¢ two of the precedent comedies,” the Woman-Hater could NoT be one, hav-
ing no place in the first folio. Secondly, Seward says, ‘¢ Fletcher could not be with Beau-
mont; but what says the title? ‘* Written before he AND Master Fletcher came,” &'c,
And, thirdly, if Beaumont AND Fletcher were together, Nice Valour and the Humorous
Lieutenant must be looked on as joint productions.

But, besides the title and situation failing to prove which the comedies were, the poem
itself affords no proof that Beaumont was then writing any play at all. The words

W hen these SCENES are P+ RFECT,

are all which cca lead to such a supposition; and may we not understand those words to

mean only, ““ When I cHANGE the sCENE,” or, *“ when the time for my stay HERE is coM-

PLETED " with this sense of the word perfect every reader of old books must be acquainted.

Whether this explanation is admitted, or not, it at least seems clear that no such external

evidence as Seward supposes, is deducible from either the tie or situation of the goem in

question. ‘ . N‘;l'
o
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448

To Mr. Francis BEaumoNT, (then living.)

How I do love thee, Beaumont, and thy muse,+
That unto me dost such religion use!
How I do fear myself, that am not worth
The least indulgent thought thy pen drops forth!
At once thou mak’st me happy, and unmak’st ;
And giving largely to me, more thou tak’st.
‘What fate is mine, that so itself bereaves?
What art is thine, that so thy friend deceives?
When even there, where most thou praisest me
- For writing better, I must envy thee. Ben. Jonsonx.

1v.

On Mr. Fraxcis BEAUMONT, on his Imitations of Ovid, an Ode.

Tre matchless lust of a fair poesy, -
Which erst was buried in old Rome’s decays,
Now 'gins with heat of rising majesty,
Her dust-wrapt head from rotten tomb to raise,
And with fresh splendour gilds her fearless crest,
Rearing her palace in our poet’s breast.

The wanton Ovid, whose enticing rimes
Have with attractive wonder torc'd attention,
No mwore shall be admir’'d at; for these times
Produce a poet, whose more rare invention
Will tear the love-sick myrtle from his brows,
T" adorn his temples with deserved boughs.

The strongest marble fears the smallest rain;
The rusting canker eats the purest gdld ;
Honour's best dye dreads envy’s blackest stain;
The crimson badge of beauty must wax old:
But this fair issue of thy fruitful brain,
Nor dreads sge, envy, cank’ring rust or rain. J.Fs

: V.
On Mr. BeaumoNT. (Written presently after,his Death.)

BeaumonT lies here; and where now shall we have
A muse like his to sigh upon his grave?

4 This short copy (which secms wrote with a sincerity not common in complimentary
poems) treats Beaumont not only as an excellent critic, but as an excellent poet; and is an
answer to Beaumont's letteg to Jonson. SEWARD.

3 The J. F. here is undoubtedly John Fletcher, and the ode, though not immediately
relating to thc:‘gl:g:; is inserted here, first, for its intrinsic merit; and, secondly,-as it will be
Pleasing to fi Fletcher's muse was apimated with friendship as well as Beaumont's;
a circumstance, which, till I saw this ode, seemed wanting to complete the amiable union
which reigned between them. In the third stanza, the reader will see an authority for Mil-
ton’s use of the word rime for verse in general, :

' ¢ Things unattempted yet in prose or rime."”
Which Dr Bentley so injudicinusly altered to prose and verse. That Beaumont wrote
something in the Ovidian manner seems evident from these lines; but the Hermaphrodite
which is printed as his, and supposed to be the thing referred to in this ode, is claimed by

Cleaveland as a conjunct performance between himself and Randolph. Szw.uz.h .
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Ah! none to weep this with a worthy tear,

But he, that cannot, Beaumont that lies here.

‘Who now shall pay thy tomb with such a verse

As thou that lady’s didst, fair Rutland’s hearse ?®

A monument that will then lasting be,

‘When all her marble is more dust than she. -

In thee all’s lost: A sudden dearth and want

Hath seiz’d on Wit, good epitaphs are scant;

We dare not write thy elegy, whilst each fears

He ne’er shall match that copy of thy tears.

Scarce in an age a poet, and yet he

Scarce lives the third part of his age to seey

But quickly taken off, and only known,

Is in a minute shut as soon as shewn.

‘Why should weak Nature tire herself in vair

In such a piece, to dash it straight again?

‘Why should she take such work beyond her skill,

Whicl , when she cannot perfect, she must kill?

Alas! what is’t to temper slime or mire?

But Nature's puzzled when she works in fire:

Great brains (like brightest glass) crack straight, while those

Of stone or wood hold out, and fear not blows:

And we their ancient hoary heads can see,

‘Whose wit was never their mortality :
Who now shall pay thy tomb with such a verse ’
As thou that lady's didst, fair Rutland's hearse?] To pay thy tomb is a little obscure,
but it seems to mean, fo repay thee for writing so excellent an epitaph, bg one as excellent on
thyself. There are several epitaphs and elegies in Beaumont's Poems, but by an expression
in Mr. Earle’s two next lines relating to the marble of the toml, I believe the following
beautiful epitaph is what is here referred to:

AN EPITAPH.

¢« Here she lies, whose spotless fame
Invites a stone to learn her name.
The rigid Spartan that denied
An epitaph to all that died,
Unless for war, in charity,
Would here vouchsafe an elegy.
She died a wife, but yet her mind,
Beyond virginity refin'd,
From lawless fire remain’d as frec,
As now from heat her ashes be.
Her hushand yet without a sin,
W as not a stranger, but her kin;
That her chaste love might seem no other
To her husband than a brother.
Keep well this pawn, thou marble chest,
Till it be call'd for, let it rest; PY
For while this jewel here is set, .
The grave is like a cabinet.”

' This is extremely in the spirit of Milton and Shakespeare’s epit'xﬂihs, and shews that Beau~
mont excelled in every species of writing which he attempted. ere are three elegies of his
which I believe genuine, and they have great merit; two are signed by his pame, and an-

other begins,

¢¢ Can my poor lines no better office have,
Than, screech-owl like, still dwell about the grave?”

This shews that he had wrote several elegies and epitaphs. Sewarp. -
Beaumont
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Beanmont digs young,” so Sidney died before;

There was not poetry he could live to more;

He could not grow up higher; I scarce know,

If th’ art itself unto that pitch could grow,

Were't not in thee, that hadst arriv’d the height

Of all that Wit could reach, or Naturc might.

Oh, when I read those excellent things of thine,

Such strength, such sweetness, couch’d in every line,

Such life of fancy, such high choice of brain,

Nought of the vulgar wit or borrow’d strain,

Such passion, such expressions meet my eye,

Such wit untainted with obscenity,

And these so unaffectedly express'd,

All in a language purely-flowing drest; Py

And all so born within thyself, thine own,

‘So new, so fresh, so nothing trod upon, '

I grieve not now, that old Menander's vein

Is ruin'd, to survive in thee agaif;

Such in his time was he, of the same piece,

The smooth, ev'n, natural wit, and love of Greece.

Those few sententious fragments shew more worth,

‘Than all the poets Athens e’er brought forth;

And I am sorry we have lost those hours

On them, whose quickness comes far short of ours,

And dwell not mordon thee, whose every page

May be a pattern 1or their scene and stage. -

1 will not yicld thy works so mean a praise;

More pure, more chaste, more sainted than are plays,

Nor with that dull supineness to be read,

To pass a fire, or lavgh an hour in bed:

How do the muses sutfcr every where,

Taken in such mouths’ censure, in such cars,

That, *twixt a whiff, a line or two rehearse,

And with their theum together spawl a verse!

This all a poem’s leisure, after play,®

Drink, or tobacco, it may keep the day. 4
Whilst

? So Sidney did Lefore; ] It might perhaps have been—so Sidney died before.
umont's Poems exhibit died. SEWARD.
* This all a poem’s leisure after play,

Drink or tokacco, it may keep thc day.] What is all a poem’s leisure? 1 can affix no
dea to it but a Latinism, which ifl:lesignedy is extremely forced. This is all a poem's, i. e. &
oem’s part, power or worth, it may serve to spend one's leasure hours afier dice, drink, or
sbacco. But unless the reader sees a more natural explication, I believe he will agree to its
eng discarded as a corruption, for a trifling change will give a clear sense,

T™s all @ poem’s pleasure, qfter pl‘a{y,
Drink or tolacco, it may keep the duy.

e. All the pleasure a poem gives to these sons of dulness, is to spin out or pass away the time
n!nnde(, afier cards, bottles, and tobacco are removed ; thus to pass a fire, a little 3‘)0_“0,
puifies to pass away the time till the fire is burnt out. But to kep a day, is an expression
ot very :Ipplicable to this sense, (a sense which the context evidéntly requires) and‘though
may indeed be strained to son.cthing like it, vet as we can retain three of the letters in keep,
ud by a small transposition of the rest, give a much properer verb, it seemns probable that eke
as the original, we geucraliy now sy, to eke ouf the duy; but it was used by our ancestors
ithout the adverb, to cke a Phing, i.¢. to protract or lengthen it out.  The reader will see a
wch greater corruption of the press than either of theee at the latter end of this go;m .

) EWARD.

VOL.L i The
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Whilst ev'n their very idleness, they thiuk,

Is lost in these, that losc their time in drink.
- Pity their dullness; we that better know,

‘Will a more scrious hour on thee bestow.?

‘Why should not Beaumont in the moming please,

As well as Plautus, Aristophanes ?

‘Who, if my pen may as my thoughts be free,

‘Were scurril wits and buffoons both to thee;

Yet thesc our learned of severest brow

‘Will deign to look on, and to note them too,

That will defy our own; ’tis English stuff,

And th’ author is not rotten long enough.

Alas, what phlegm are they, compar'd to thee,

In thy Philaster, and Maid's Tragedy?

‘Where's such an humour as thy Bessus, pray?

Let them put all their Thrasoes in one play, .

He shall out-bid them; their conceit was poor,'®

All in a circle of a bawd or whore,

A coz’ning Davus;** take the fool away,

And not a good jest extant in a play. :
Yet these are wits, because they’re old, and now,
Being Greek and Latin, they are learning too:
But those their own times were content t’ allow
A thriftier fame,'* and thine is lowest now.

But thou shalt live, and, when thy name is grown
Six ages older, shalt be better known;

When thou'rt of Chaucer’s standing in the tomb,
Thou shalt not share, but take up all, his room.* Jon. EArLe.*?

an

The meaning scems to be, “They have no leisure for poetry, till they have done with
?nmiug, drinking, and smoaking; these having had their time, poetry may command the
day."

o Pity then dull we, we that Letter know,

Wsll a more serious hour on thee bcslow.ilb'l'here is too much inconsistency in this sen-
tence to suppose it genuine.  He ironically calls himself and friends dull, and literally asserts
zhoir superior understanding in the saine sentence. Beside, Pity then we will Lestow, &c.

oes not secm English. I change but an n to an m, and read, Pity them dull; We, we that,
&c.
‘I'he text is from Beaumont's Poems.
Vv 19 Their conceit was poor, &c.] Mr. Earle’s reflections on Terence are in part at least
vory unjust.  There is pcrh{z;)s too much sameness in his plots; but his old men and young,
hiw.servants, his parasites, &c. are each a distinct character from all the rest, and prescrved
throughout each play with infinite spirit and judgment. Beside which, the elegant diction
aud fine sentiments which every where abound in him are patterns to the best comic writers;
and which Benumont and Fletcher strive to excel him in by adding sublimity of J)oetryto
Justaess of sentiment; well knowing that jests and drollery are only the lowest degree of
‘comle exeellence. SEWARD.
Y A cuz'ning dance.] Corrected by Theobald, who says, ¢ Davus is the name of a subtle
Jugling servant in ‘T'erence’s comedy called the Fair Andrian.” )
V& A4 thiraty fume.] Tomake thirsty signify poor or sconty may be admitted ; but as the
smnllent change gives a more natural word, ¢hrifty secms the original. SEWARD.
'P'he text from Bewimont's Poems.
® I'hin copy varies considerably from that printed with Beaumont’s Poems. :
Y4 Joh. liarle.) Mr. Earle was young when he wrote this, and there are indisputable
murkn of o bright poetic gegius, which ﬁad probably been greatly inspired by an intimacy
with Heaumont, i‘lc was in high repute as a preacher and a scholar in King Charles the
Mirat'n peiggn g ond seeins to have been a true patriot; for it is probable that he opposed the
o in t‘w beginning of the troubles, as he was elected one of the Assembly on Divines ;
b b refused to act with them, and adhered to the king in his lowest state, and f(:ir it x
epr

SEWARD.

[ .
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VL'
On Mr. FraNcis BEAuMONT, (then newly dead).

He that hath such acuteness, and such wit,
As would ask ten good heads to husband it :
He, that can write so well, that no man dare
Refuse it for the best, let him beware:
Beaumont is dead, by whose sole death appears,
‘Wit's a disease consumes men in few years.
) Ricx. CorBeT,’+ D.D.

VII.

On the happy Collection of Mr.FLETCHER’s Forks, never before printed.

FLETCHER, arise ! usurpers share thy bays,
They canton thy yast wit to build small plays -
He comes! his volume breaks through clouds and dust ;
Down, little wits! ye must refund, ye must.

. Nor comes he private; here’s great Beaumont too :
How could one single world encompass two ?
For these co-heirs had equal power to teach
All that all wits both can, and cannot, reach.
Shakespeare was early up, and went so drest
As for those dauning hours he knew was best;
But, when the sun shone forth, you two thought fit
To wear just robes, and leave oﬂy trunk-hose wit.
Now, now, 'twas perfe:t; none must look for new,
Manners and scenes may alter, but not you;
For yours are not mere humours, gilded strains;
The fashion lost, your massy sense remains.

Some think your wits of two complexions fram'd, .
That one the sock, th' other the buskin, claim'd;,
That should the stage embattle all its force,

Fletcher would lead the foot, Beaumont the horse.
But, you were both for both ; not semy-wits,
Each piece is wholly two, yet never splits:
Ye're not two faculties, and one soul still,
Hg th’ understanding, thou the quick free will;
Not as two voices in one song embrace,
Fletcher’s keen trel/e, and deep Beaumont's Lase,s
. Two,

deprived of the chancellorship of Salisbury, and all his other preferinents. ~ After the restora-
tion, he was made, first Déan of Westminster, then Bishop of Worcester, and afterwards of
Salisbury. Mr. Wood gives a character of him, that extremely resembles that of the excel-
lent Dr. Hough, the late Bishop of Worcester; the sum of it is, that he joined the politeness
of a courtier 10 the sanctity, goodness, and charity of an apostle. SEWARD.

34 Richard Corbet, first Student, then Dean of Christ-Church, afterwards Bishop of Ox-
ford, and from thence translated to Norwich ; in his youth was eminent for wit and poetry,
of which this is a specimen, and a good testimony 'ofy Beaumont's having a luxuriant wit as
well as Fletcher,

. — a wit
That would ask ten good heads to husband it. SEwWARD.

15 But, as two voices in one song embrace,

(Fletcher's keen treble, and deep Beaumont's base)

Two, full, congenial souls.] Here Berkenhead is speaking of the doubtful opinions
relating to the share which Beaumont and Fletcher had in these plays : he tells you, that the
gencnf opinion was, that Beaumont was a grave tragic writer, Fletcher most excellent in
comedy. This he contradicts; but how,’ wﬁry, they did not differ as a general of horse does
from a general of foot, nor as the sock does from the buskin, nor as the will from the uz;ler—

standing,

~o
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Two, full, congenial souls; still both prevail'd;
His muse and thine were quarter'd, not impal’d;*®
Both brought you ingots, both toil'd at the mint,
Beat, melted, sifted, till no dross siuck in’t;
Then in each other’s scales weigh'd every grain,
Then smooth’d and burnish’d, then weigh’d all again ;
Stampt both your names upon’t at one bold hit,
Then. then 'twas coin, as well as bullion-wit.
Thus twins: But as when I'ate one eye deprives,
That other strives to double, which survives,
So Beaumont died ; yet left in lepacy
His rulesind standard wit (Fletcher) to thee.
Still the same planet, though not fill'd so soon,
A two-horn’d crescent then, now one full-moon.
Joint love before, now honour, doth provoke;
So th’ old twin giants forcing a huge oak,
One slip'd his footitg, th' other sees him fall,
Grasp'd the whole tree, and single hicld up all.
dmperial Fletcher! here bezins thy reign;
Scenes flow like sun-beams from thy glorious brain; .
Thy swift-dispat~hing soul no more doth stay,
Than he that built two cities in one day;
Ever brim-full, and son‘etimes running o'er,
To feed poor languid wits that wait at door;
‘Who creep and creep, yet ne’er above-ground stood ;
(For creatures have most feet, which have least blood)
. But thou art siill that tird of paradise,
Which hath no feet/and ever nobly flies:
Rich, lusty sense, such as the Poet ought;
For poems, if not excellent, are naught ;
Low wit in scenes in state a peasant goes;
If mean and flat, let it foot yeoman-prose,
That such may spell, as are not readers grown;
To whom he, that writes wit, shews he hath none.
Brave Shakespeare flow’d, yet had his ebbings too,
Often above himself, sometimes below;
Thou always best ; if aught seem'd to decline,
"Twas the unjudging rout’s mistake, not thine:

\ standing, but were two full congenial souls, and differed only as the Lase and treble do in the
same song. Why, if this is the true reading, he confirms in these lines what he had contra-
dicted in all the foregoing similes, for Luse and freble have much the same difference between
them as horse and foot in an army, or the wit and understanding in the soul. 7To make the
writer consistent with himself, the true reading seems to be not instend of but:

Not as two voices in one song emlrace,
Fletcher's keen treble and deep Beaumont's base ;
Two full congenial souls. SEWARD.

. 16 His muse and thine were quarter'd, nof impal'd;] I know I am going out of my depth,
in attempting a criticism on terms in heraldry. But my books tell me, that impaling is when
the arms of the man and wife are placed on the same escutcheon, the one on the right and the
other on the left; which is a proper emblem of the matrimonial union ; and might seemingly
be as well applied to the marriage of Beaumont and Fletcher's wit, as the word quartering
can, which the same Berkenhead speaks of at the latter end of this poem:

I hat strange production is at last display'd,
Got Ly two fathers without female aid!

. But I shall attempt no change in a science where I am ignorance itself. SEWARD.
Thus
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Thus thy fair Shepherdess, which the bold heap

(False to themselves and thee) did prize so cheap,

Was found (when understood) fit to be crown'd;

At worst "twas worth fwo hundred thousand pound. .

Some blast thy works, lest we should track theirwalk,
Where they steal all those few good things they talk;
Wit-burglary” must chide those it feeds on,

For plunder’'d folks ought to be rail'd upon;

But (as stoln goods go off at half their worth)

Thy strong sense palls, when they purloin it forth.
When didst ¢hox borrow? where’s the man e’er read
Aught begg’'d by thee from those alive or dead?

Or from dry goddesses ? as some who, when

They stuff their page with gods, write worse than men;
Thou wast thine own muse, and hadst such vast odds,
Thou out-writ'st him whese verse made all those gods :
Surpassing those our dwarfish age up-rears,

As much as Greeks, or Latins, thee in years :

Thy ocean fancy knew nor banks nor damms;

We ebb down dry to pebble-anagrams;

Dead and insipid, all despairing sit ;

Lost to behold this great relapse of wit: :
What strength remains, is like that (wild and fierce)
"Till Jonson made good poets and right verse.

Such boist’rous trifles thy muse would not brook,

Save when she’d shew how scurvily they look ;

No savage metaphors (things rudely great)

Thou dost display, not butcher a conceit ;

Thy nerves have beauty, which invades and charms;
Looks like a princess harness'd in bright armis.

Nor art thou loud and cloudy; those, that do
Thunder so much, do’t without lightning too;

Tearing themselves, and almost split their brain
To render harsh what thou speak’st free and clean;
Such gloomy sense may pass for kigk and proud,
But true-born wit still flies alove the cloud ; :
Thou knew'st "twas impotence, what they call keight ;
Who blusters strong i;th’ dark, but creeps i'th’ light.

And as thy thoughts were clear, so, i:unocent; ,

Thy fancy gave no unswept language vent ; .

Slander’st not laws, prophan'st no holy page

(As if thy father’s crosier aw’d the stage) ;

High crimes were still arraign’d; though they made shift

To prosper out four acts, were plagu'd i'th’ fifth:

All’s safe, and wise; no stiff aftected scene, ’

Nor swoln, nor flat, a true full natural vein ; '
Thy sense (like well-drest ladies) cloath’d as skinn'd,
Not all unlac'd, nor city-starch’d and pinn'd?

Thou hadst no sloth, no rage, no sullen fit,

But strength and mirth; Fletcher's a sanguine wit.

Thus, two great consul-poets all things sway'd,
"Till all was English born or English made:
Mitre and coif here into one piece spun,
Beaumont’s a judge's, this a prelate’s son.

What strange production is at last display’d,
Got by twe fathets, without fernale aid! ‘
Behold,
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- w2 mother. J. BERKENIEAD.'?

. JLUTCHER, now at length printed.
. ~oactoene equal star
~ouare
. -~ —~uth so knit,
<+ » vt divide your wit,
~ - <t. who had equal fire
v weady inspire;
« .o, the other write,
~. the other did indite;
‘¢ matter, th’ other dress,
w at i’ other did express :
~. .ts between ydurselves lay, we
< yvou did, but one thread see;
-+ - out. so gently spun,
- \awure ne‘er did smoother run.
. nx oy praise then? or what part

L S R

.+ ueerous labours hath desert
n 'l than other? Shull I say,

w ¢ wer so drawn in your play,
ot iy written, so inflam'd,
e cang'd, then gently tam'd,

=~ weading have the person seen,
s vt hath part stage and actor been?
o e i Usay, that I can scarce forbear

o nowhen Ta # captain do nuect there;

- ven i his own vain humour drest,
oo vwngly, and like himselt e.agarest,
Lo aendern cowards, when they saw him play'd,
N ow, blush'd, departed, guilty and betray'd ¢
\ u wrote all parts right ; whatsoc’er the stage
tlal tiom you, was seen there as in the age,
At hal their equal life: vices which were
Manuers abroad, did grow corrected there:
they who possest a box and half-crown spent
T'o learn obscenencss, return'd innocent,
And thank’d you for this coz’nage, whose chaste scene
Tangbt loves so noble, so reform’d, so clean,
*I'hat they, who brought foul fires, and thither came
‘I'v bargain, went thence with a holy flame.
He't to your praise too, that *8 your stock and vein
Held both to tragic and to comic strain;

.

~

v Wkinhead. ) Berkinhead was first amanuensis to bishop Laud, and fellow of All-
He wan aathor of the Mereurius Aulicus, a very loyal paper in the time of the rebel-
wewented mueh in Cromwell's days, and lived by his wits; aficrwards he had

i1 King, Charles the Second, was member of parliament, and knighted.
SEWARD.

Ywanle
e Heowan ‘
-,uml |||.u-l L

* Bessus.

" -« == your stock and vein
HWold Lath to tragie and Lo comic strain.] i. e. Your stock of understanding and know-

Ll ol yous vedn of wit and humeour, are equally excellent in tragedy and comedy.
SFWARD.

‘Where-
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‘Where-¢'cr you listed to be high and grave,

No luskin shew'd more solemn; no quill gave

Such feeling objects to draw tears from eyes,

Spectators sate parts in your tragedies.

And where you listed to be low and free,

Mirth turn’d the whole house into comedy ;

So piercing (where you pleas'd) hitting a fault,

That humours from your pen issued all salt.

Nor were you thus in works and poems knit,

As to be but two halfs, and make one Wit;

But as some things, we see, have double cause,

And yet the effect itself from both whole draws;

So, though you were thus twisted and combin’d,

As in two bodies t' have but one fair mind,*®

Yet if we praise you rightly, we must say,

Both join'd, and both did wholly make the play.

For that you could write singly, we may guess

By the divided pieces which the press

Hath severally sent forth ; ° nor were join'd so,

Like some our modern authors, made to go

One merely by the help of th’ other, * wio

To purchase fame do come forth one of two

Nor wrote you so, that one’s part was to lick

The other into shape ; nor did one stick

The other’s cold inventions with such wit,’

As serv'd, like spice, to make them quick and fit ;

Nor, out of mutual want, or emptiness,

Did you conspire to go still twins to th’ press;

But what, thus join'd, you wrote, might have come forth ¢

As good from each, and stor’'d with the same worth

That thus united them: you did join sense ;

In you 'twas league, in others impotence :

And the press, which both thus amongst us sends,??

Sends us one poet in a pair of friends. JaspER Maive 23
: Upon

9 As two bodies to have but one fair mind.] Amended by SEwARD.
30 By the divided picces which the press C

Hath severally seat forth.] 1 have before shewed that there were two comedies wrote by
Beaumont singly, and given some reasons why the Nice Valour ought to be deemed sue of
them. Whether Mr. .\ﬁainc in this place referred to these two comedies, knowing which
they were; or whether he only meant the mask at Gray's-Inn, which was the only piece
which we know to have been published in Beaumont's name before these Commendatory
Poems were published; or whether he spoke in general terms, without a strict adherence to
facts, must be left uncertain. SEWARD.

M e— nor were gone so,

Like some our modern authors made to go .

On merely by the help of th’ olher.? The word go which ends the next line, seems to
have ran in the printer's head, and made him put gone here instead of some other word. Mr.
Theobald had prevented me in the emendation: we read join'd so, and as I have his concur-
rence, I have lﬁe less doubt in preferring it to Mr. Sympson’s conjecture — Nor were one so —
though this latter is ve?i good sense, and nearcr the trace of the letters, but it would make one
be repeated too oflen, for it is already in the third and fourth lines after, and it is very evident
to me that it should have been in the second, for On merely. 1 read One merely. SEwWARD.

32 And the press which both thus amongst us sends.] To make this verse run smoother,
Seward would read,
And thus the press which Luth amongst us sends,

and refers to his rule for verse in note 4 on Wit without Money.
33 Jasper Maine.] This gentleman was author of the City Match, a comedy,’ and the
ar, a tragi-comedy. Hc was an eminent preacher in the civil war, but warmly
. adhering
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IX. g
Upon the Report of the printing of the Dramatical Poems of Master Joux
FLETCHER, never collected before, and now set forth in one Volume.

‘"TuovuaH when all Fletcher writ, and the entire
Moo was indulg'd unto that sacred fire,
His thougirs, and his thoughts’ dress, appear’d both such,
That "twas his happy fault to do too much:
Who therefore wisely did submit each birth
To knowing Beaumont ere it did come forth,
‘Working again until he said, 'twas fit,
And made him the sobriety of his wit.
Though thus he call'd his judge into his fame,
And for that aid allow’d him half the name;
*Tis known, that sometimes he did stand alone,
That both the spunge and pencil were his own;
That himself judg'd himself, could singly do,

. And was at last Beaumont and Fletcher too :

Else we had lost his Shepherdess, > a piece
&ren and smooth, spun from a finer fleece ;

here softness reigns, where passions passions greet, . !
Gentle and high, as floods of balsam meet.
‘Where dress'd in white expressions sit bright loves,
Drawn, like their fairest queen, by milky doves ;
A piece, which Jonson in a rapture bid
Come up a glorified work ; and so it did.

Else had his muse set with his friend ; the stage
Had miss’d those poems, which yet take the age;
The world had lost those rich exemplars, where
Art, language, wit, sit ruling in one sphere;
Where the fresh matters soar above old themnes,
As prophets’ raptures do above our dreams ;
Where in a worthy scorn he dares refuse
All other gods, and makes the thing his muse;
Where he calls passions up, and lays them so,

As spirits, aw’d by him to come and go;
Where the free author did whate'er he would,
And nothing will'd but what a poet should.

No vast uncivil bulk swells any scene,

The strength's ingenious, and the vigour clean ;
, None can prevent the fancy, and see through
" At the first opening; all stand wondring how

adhering to the king, was deprived of all his preferments in Cromwell’s time, and taken for
¢harity into the Eaﬁ of Devonshire’s family, where his learning, piety, and wit, rendered him
a proper advocute for religion against the famous Mr. Hobbs, then a tutor in that family.
After the restoration he was made Canon of Christ-Church, and archdeacon of anichestcr.
' ’ EWARD.
2+ Else we had lost his Shepherdess.] Mr. Cartwright was a very bright but a very young
man, and seems to taste our authors plays extremely well, but to have known nothing of their
dates and history. He supposes the Shepherdess wrote after Beaumont's death, so that his
testimony ought to have no sort of weight in excluding Beaumont from all share in the com-
position of the plays. He had taken up the supposition of Beaumont’s being only a corrector,
rhaps merely because Jonson had celebrated his judgment; not considering that he cele-
g:a his fancy too. SewaRrb.
Cartwright could not suppose the Shepherdess was wrote after Beaumont's death: his
woids only mean, ¢¢ If Fletcher could not have wrote without Beaumont, we should not have
had the Faithful Shepherdess,” in which the latter had no concern.

“The
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The thing will be, until it is; which thence
With fresh dellght still cheats, still takes the sense ;
‘The whole design, the shadows, the lights such,
‘That none can say he shews or hides too much :
Business grows up, ripen'd by just increase,
And by as just degrees a doth cease ;
‘The hZatx i{nd minutes o%:;'au's are watch'd,
And the nice points of time are met, and snatch'd:
Nought later than it should, neught comes before ;
Chymists, and calculators, do err more:
Sex, age, degree, affections, country, place,
“The inward substance, and the outward face,
All ke t precisely, all exactly fit;
e would write, he was, before he writ.
Twnxt Jonson's grave, and Shakespeare’s lighter sound,
His muse so steer'd, that something still was found ;
Nor this, nor that, nor both, but so his own,
That "twas his mark, and he was by it known:
Hence did he take true judgments, hence did strike
All palates some way, though not all alike:
‘The god of numbers might his numbers crown,
And, listning to them, wish they were his own.
Thus, welcome forth, what ease, or wine, or wit
Durst yet produge; that is, what Fletcher writ!

X.
ANOTHER,

FLETCHER, though some call it thy fault, that wit
So overflow’d thy scenes, that ere "twas fit
To come upon the stage, Beaumoant was fain
‘To bid thee be more dull; that's, write again,
And bate some of thy fire; which from thee came
In a clear, bright, full, but too large a flame; -
And after all (findin, thy gemus such)
That blunted, and alily 'd, 'twas yet too much,
Added his sober spunge; and did contract
Thy plenty to less wit, to make’t exact:
Yet we through his corrections coyld see
Much treasure in thy superfluity ;
‘Which was so fil'd awa  as, when we do
Cut jewels, that that's oot is jewel too;
Or as men use to wash gold, which we know
By losing makes the stream thence wealthy grow.
‘They who do on thy works severely sit,
And call thy store the over-births of wit,
Say thy miscarriages were rare, and when
‘Thou wert superfluous, that thy fruitful pen
Had no fault but abundance, which did lay
Out in one scene what might well-serve a play;
And hence do grant, that, what they call excess,
‘Was to be reckon’d as thy happiness,
From whom wit issued in a spring-tide ;
Much did enrich the stage, much flow'd beside.
For that thou couldst thine own free fancy bind
In stricter numbers, and run so confin'd .
As to observe the ru!es of art, which sway
In the contrivance of a true-born play,

L F
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Those works proclaim which thou didst write retir'd
From Beaumont, by none but thyself inspir'd.

‘Where, we see, 'twas not chance that made them hit,
Nor were thy plays the lotteries of wit;

But, like to Durer's pencil, »* which first knew

The laws of faces, and then faces drew,

Thou knew'st the air, the colour, and the place,

The symmetry, which gives a poem grace.

Parts are so fitted unto parts, as do .

Shew thou hadst wit, and mathematics too :

Knew'st where by line to spare, where to dispense,
And didst beget just comedies from thence :

Things unto which thou didst such life bequeath,
That they, (their own Black-Friars *°) unacted, breath.
Jonson had writ things lasting, and divine,

Yet his love-scenes, Fletcher, compar'd to thine,

Are cold and frosty, and express love so,

As heat with ice, or warm fires mix'd with snow ;
Thou, as if struck with the same generous darts,
‘Which burn, and reign, in noble lovers’ hearts,

Hast cloath’d affections in such native tires,

And so describ’d them in their own true fires,

Such moving sighs, such undissembled tears,

Such charms of language, such hopes mix'd with fears,
Such grants after denials, such pursuits

After despair, such amorous recruits,

That some, who sat spectators, have confest
Themselves transform’d to what they saw exprest:
And felt such shafts steal through their captiv'd sense,
As made them rise parts, and go lovers thence.

Nor was thy stile wholly compos'd of groves,

Or the soft strains of shepherds and their loves;

‘When thou wouldst comic be, each smiling birth,

In that kind, came into the world all mirth,

All point, all edge, all sharpness; we did sit
Sometimes five acts out in pure sprightful wit,

‘Which flow'd in such true salt, that we did doubt

In which scene we laugh’d most two shillings out.
Shakespeare to thee was dull,>” whose best jest lies
I'th’ ladies’ questions, and the fools' replies, old

25 Like to Durer's pencil.] Albert Durer was a most excellent German painter (born in
1471), much admired even by the great Raphael himself; and in so high esteem with the
emperor Maximilian the First, that he presented him with a coat of arms as the badge of

. THEOBALD.
26 ;‘hat they, (their own Black-Friars.] i. e. their own theatre: meaning, that Fletcher's
plays were so sprightly, that, though then unacted (by reason of the troublesome times, and

civil war which rag inst King Charles the First) they wanted no advantage of a stage to
set them off. One of the seven playhouses, subsisting 1n our author’s time, was in Black
Friars. THEOBALD.

27 Shakespeare to thee was dull.] This false censure arose from the usual fault of pane-
gyrists, of depreciating others to extol their favourite. Had he only said, as in the form«:,r
copy, that Fletcher was in a due medium between Jonson's correctness and Shakespeare’s
fancy, he had done Fletcher as well as himself more real honour. But it must be observed,
that Beaumont and Fletcher were so much the general taste of the age, both ifi Charles the
First and Second's reign, that Mr. Cartwright only follows the common judgment. The
reason seems to be this, Jonson survived both Shakespeare and our authors many years, and
as he warmly opposed the strange irregularities of the English theatre, at the head of which
irregularities was so great a genius as Shakespeare, he formed a strong party against hlﬁl‘;.

t
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Old-fashion'd wit, which walk'd from town to town
In trunk-hose, ® which our fathers call the clown;
‘Whose wit our nice times would obsceneness call,
And which made bawdry pass for comical.
Nature was all his art; thy vein was free
As his, but without his scurrility ;
From whom mirth came unforc'd, no jest perplex'd,
But without labour clean, chaste, and unvex’d.
Thou wert not like some, our small poets, who
Could not be poets, were not we poets too;
Whose wit is pilf'ring, and whose vein and wealth
In poetry lies merely in their stealth; .
Nor didst thou feel their drought, their pangs, their qualms,
Their rack in writing, who do write for alms;
Whose wretched genius, and dependent fires,
But to their benefactors’ dole aspires.
Nor hadst thou the sly trick thyself to praise
Under thy friends’ names; or, to purchase bays,
Didst write stale commendations to thy book,
‘Which we for Beaumont's or Ben Jonson's took :
That debt thou left’st to us, which none but he '
Can truly pay, Fletcher, who writes like thee.
WirLiam CARTWRIGHT.?®

XI.
To the Manes of the celebrated Poets and Fellow-Writers, FrRaNc1s BEAU-

MONT and JouN FLETCHER, upon the printing of their excellent Dra-
matic Poems.

Dispain not, gentle shades, the lowly praise

Which here I tender your immortal bays :

Call it not folly, but my zeal, that I

Strive to eternize you, that cannot die.

And though no language rightly can commend

What you have writ, save what yourselves have penn’d;
Yet let me wonder at those curious strains

(The rich conceptions of your twin-like brains)

Bat nature frequently spoke in Shakespeare so directly to the heart, and his excellencies as
well as faults were so glaring, that the prejudices against the latter could not wholly blind
men to the former. As our authors resembled him 1n these excellencies more than Jonson,
and }-et often followed Jonson’s correctness and manner, the partisans both of Shakespeare
and Jonson were willing to compromise it, and allow them tﬁe first honours, as partaking
of both their excellencies. A fter the restoration, French rules of the drama were introduced,
and our authors being nearer them than Shakespeare, they still held their superiogity.
. EWARD.

38 In turn'd hose.] We must read, trunk-hose; i.e. a kind of large slops, or trowzers,

worn by the clowns. ~ So in the 25th copy of verses:

You two thought fit :
. To wear just roles, and leave off trank-hose wit. THEOBALD.

* William Cartwright.] Mr. Cartwright was esteemed one of the best poets, orators, and
philosophers of his age; he was first a king's scholar at Westminster, then student of Christ-
Church, Oxon. Wood calls him the most seraphical preacher of his age, another Tully and
another Virgil: he died abput the age of thirty in 1643, in the year ofaﬁs proctorship, when
King Charles the First was at Oxford, by whom his death was most affectionatcly mourned.
He wrote the Lady Errant, the Royal Slave, and Love’s Convert, tragi-comedies; and a vo-
lume of his poems were printed after his death. See Wood's Athenz. SEwaRD.

Cartwright’s best play, the Ordinary, Mr. Seward has not mentioned. Lich

Whic
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Which drew the gods’ attention; who admir’d

To see our English stage by you inspir'd:

Whose chiming muses never fail'd to sing

A soul-affecting music, ravishing

Both ear and intellect ; while you do each .

Contend with other who shall highest reach

In rare invention; conflicts, that beget

New strange delight, to see two fancies met,

‘That could receive no foil; two wits in growth

So just, as had one soul informed both.

Thence (learned Fletcher) sung the muse alone,

As both had done before, thy Beaumont gone.

In whom, as thou, had he out-liv'd, so he

(Snatch’d first away) survived still in thee.
What though distempers of the present t:i:

Have banish'd your smooth numbers from the stage?

You shall be gainers by't ; it shall confer

To th' making the vast world your theatre;

The press shall give to every man his part,

And we will all be actors; learn by heart

Those Lrafic scenes and comic strains you writ,

Uniimitable both for art and wit;

And, at each erit, as your fancies rise,

Our hands shall clap deserved plaudities. JorN WEees.3*

XII.

On the Works of the most excellent Dramatic Poet, Mr.Jonw FLETCHER,
never before printed.

Haiw, Fletcher! welcome to the world’s great stage;
For our two hours, we have thee here an age
In thy whole works, and may th’ impression call
The pretor that presents thy plays to all ;

Both to the le, and the lonf that sway
That herd, mia whom those lords obey.
And what's the loadstone can such guests invite
But moves on two poles, profit and delight 2
Which will be soon, as on the rack, confest,
When every one is tickled with a jest,

And that }:oure Fletcher's able to subdue

A melancholy more than Burton knew.3!

And, though upon the bye to his designs,_

The native may learn English from his lines,

v .(ohn Webb.] 1 find no other traces of a John Webb who was likely to be author of this
ingenious “}P{ of verses, but that in 1629, four years after Fletcher's death, one John Webb,
M. A. and fellow of Maﬁalenc College in Oxford, was made master of Croydon School.
He was probably our Mr. Webb, and much nearer the times of our authors than Mr. Cart«
wright, and had I discovered this soon enough, he should have took place of him; but his

testimony of _Bgaumont.‘s abilities, as a writer, is a proper antidote against Mr. Cartwright’s
traditional opinion. SEWARD.

3t And that pure Fletcher, able to subdue

. A melancholy more than Burton knew.] Mr. Sympson observed that the comma stood

lfnlghe place of 's, Fletcher is able. Burton was author of the Anatomy of Mtgancholy, a
olio. * EWARD.

And
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And th’ alien, if he can but construe it,

May here be made free denison of wit.

But his main end does drooping Virtue raise,

And crowns her beauty with eternal bays;

In scenes where she inflames the frozen soul,

While Vice (her paint wash'd off) appears so foul,

She must this blessed isle and Europe leave,

And some new quadrant of the globe deceive ;

Or hide her blusﬁ:es on the Afric shore, 4

Like Marius, but ne’er rise to ¢riumph more ;

That honour is resign’d to Fletcher's fame ;

Add to his trophies, that a poet’s name

(Late grown as odious to our modern states,

As that of King to Rome) he vindicates

From black aspersions, cast upon’t by those

Which only are inspir'd to lie in prose.

And, by the court of muses be't decreed,

‘What graces spring from s richer seed,

‘When we name Fletcher, s';h::l.ly be so proclaim'd,

As all, that's royal, is when Caesar’s nam'd.
RoBERT STAPYLTON,3* Knt.

\ XIIL
" To the Memory of my most honoured Kinsman, Mr. FRANC1s BEAUMONT.

-

I'LL not pronounce how strong and clean thou writ'st,
Nor by what new hard rules thou took’st thy flights,
Nor how much Greek and Latin some refine,
Before they can make up six words of thine :
But this I'll say, thou strik’st our sense so deep,
At once thou mak’st us blush, rejoice and weep.
Great father Jonson bow'd himself, when he
(Thou writ'st so nobly) vow'd, ke envied thee.
Were thy Mardonius arm’d, there would be more
Strife for his sword than all Achilles wore ;

- Such wise just rage, had he been lately tried,
My life on’t he had been o'th’ better side ; .
And, where he found false odds, (through gold or sloth)
There brave Mardonius would have beat them both.

Behold, here’s Fletcher too! the world ne’er knew

Two potent wits co-operate, till you;
For still your fancies are so wov'n and knit,
'T'was Francis Fletcher, or John Beaumont writ,
Yet neither borrow'd, nor were so put to’'t
To call poor gods and goddesses to do't;
Nor made nine girls your muses (you suppose,
‘Women ne’er write, save love-letters in prose)
But are your own inspirers, and have made
Such powerful scenes, as, when they pleage, invade.

3% Sir Robert Stapylton of Carelton in Yorkshire, a poet of much fame, was at the battle

ﬁ&;ﬁ:ﬂl with King Charles the First, and had an honom? degree given him at Oxford for

t viour on that occasion. He wrote the Slighted Maid, a comedy; The Step-Mother,
a tragi-comedy ; and Hero and Leander, a tragedy; besides several poems and u;adaﬁos.
EWARD.

"~ Yout
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Your plot, sense, language, all's so pure and fit, .
He’s bold, not valiant, dare dispute your wit.  *
Geoewce Lisce,’3 KNicaT.
' ’

XIV.
On Mr.JouN Frercuer’s Works.

So shall we joy, when all whom beasts and worms
Had turn'd to their own substances and forms,
‘Whom earth to earth, or fire hath chang'd to fire,
‘We shall behold, more than at first entire,
As now we do, to see all thine, thine own
In this thy muse’s resurrection:
‘Whose scatter’d parts, from thy own race, more wounds
Hath suffer'd, than Acteon from his hounds;
‘Which first their brains, and then their bellies, fed,
And from their excrements new poets bred.
But now thy muse enraged from her urn,
Like ghosts of murder'd bodies, doth return
To accuse the murderers, to right the stage,
And undeceive the long-abused age;
Which casts thy praise on them, to whom thy wit
Gives not more gold than they give dross to it:
‘Who, not content like felons to purloin,
Add treason to it, and debase thy coin.

But whither am I stray’d ? I need not raise
Trophies to thee from other men’s dispraise ;
Nor is thy fame on lesser ruins built,
Nor needs thy juster title the foul guilt
Of Eastern kings, who, to secure their reign,
Must have their brothers, sons, and kindred slain.
Then was 34+ Wit's empire at the fatal height,
When, labouring and sinking with its weight,
From thence a thousand lesser poets sprung,
Like petty princes from the fﬁ Rome ;
‘When Jonson, Shakespeare, and thyself did §it,
And sway'd in the triumvirate of Wit.
Yet what from Jonson's oil and sweat did flow,
Or what more easy Nature did bestow
On Shakespeare's gentler muse, in thec full grown
Their graces both appear; yet so, that none

33 George Lisle, Knight.] This I take to be the same with Sir John Lisle one of King
Charles’s judges; for Wood 'in his Index to his Athenz, calls Sir John by the name of
George: He might perhaps have had two Christian names. If this was he, he was admitted
. at Oxford in the year 1622, seven years after Beaumont’s death, and as he was a kinsman

might be suppose! to know more of "his compositions than a stranger. His testimony there-
fore adds strength to what has been before advanced concerning Beaumont, nay it does so
whether Sir George Lisle be the regicide or not. 1f he was, he was an eminent lawyer and
speaker in the House of Commons, and made lord commissioner of the privy seal by the
parliament. After the Restoration he fled to Losanna in Switzerland, where he was treated
as lord chancellor of England, which so irritated some furious Irish loyalists that they shot
him dead as he was going to church. SEWARD.

34 Wit's empire at the fatal height.] i. e. The highest pitch which fate allows it to riss
to.—The following account of Shakespeare, Jonson, and Fletcher, though rather too favour-
able to the last, is as much preferable to all the former poets encomiums as Sir John was
preferable to them in abilities as a poet. SEWARD.

Can
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Can say, here Nature ends, and Art begins;
But mixt, like th’ elements, and born like twins;
So interweav'd, so like, so much the same,
None this mere Nature, that mere Art can name:
'T'was this the ancients meant; Nature and skill
Are the two tops of their Parnassus hill. J. DeNHaM,

XV.
Upon Mr. JonN FLETCHER'S Plays.

FLETCHER, to thee, we do not only owe

All these good plays, but those of others too:

Thy wit, repeated, does support the stage,

Credits the last, and entertains this age.

No worthies form'd by any muse, but thine,
Could purchase robes to make themselves so fine :
‘What brave commander is not proud to see

Thy brave Melantius in his gallantry?

Our greatest ladies love to see their scorn
Out-done by thine, in what themselves have worn:
Th’ impatient widow, ere the year be done,

Sees thy Aspatia weeping in her gown.

I never yet the tragic strain assay’d,

Deterr'd by that inimitable Maid ;

And when I venture at the comic stile,

Thy Scornful Lady 35 seems to mock my toil: |
Thus has thy muse, at once, improv'd and marr'd
Our sport in plays, by rend'ring it too hard.

So when a sort of lusty shepherds throw

The bar by turns, and none the rest outgo

So far, but that the best are measuring casts,

Their emulation and their pastime lasts;

But if some brawny ycoman of the guard

Step in, and toss the axle-tree a yard,

Or more, beyond the furthest mark, the rest ’
Despairing stand, their sport is at the best. Epw. WaLLER.

XVI.
To FLETCHER Revived.

How have I been religious? What strange good
Has ’scap’d me,, that I never understood ?
Have I hell-guarded heresy o'erthrown?
Heal'd wounded states? made kings and kingdoms one?
That Fate should be so merciful to me,
To let me live t' have said, I kave read thee.

Fair star, ascend! the joy, the life, the light
Of this tempestuous age, this dark world’s sight!
Oh, from thy crown of glory dart one flame
May strike a sacred reverence, whilst thy name
(Like holy flamens to their god of day)
We, bowing, sing; and whilst we praise, we pray.

83 Thy Scornful Lady.] Many great men, as well as Mr. Waller, have celebrated this.
:l:y Beaumont’s hand is visible in some high caricatures, but I must own my dissent 1o ita
i

ng called a first-rate comedy. Szwn.b.b
Bright
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Bright spirit! whose eternal motion
Of wit, like time, still in itself did run;
Binding all others in it, and did give
Commission, how far this, or that, shall live:
Like Destiny,3° thy poems; who, as she
Signs death to all, herself can never die.
And now thy purple-robed tragedy,
In her embroider'd buskins, calls mine eye,
Where brave Aétius we see betray'd, Palentinian.
T* obey his death, whom thousand lives obey'd;
‘Whilst that the mighty fool his scepter breaks,
And thrm:ih his gen'ral’s wounds his own doom speaks ;
Weaving thus richly Valentinian,
The costliest monarch with the cheapest man.

Soldiers may here to their old glories add,

The Lover love, and be with reason Mad : Mad Lover.
Not as of old Alcides furious,

Who, wilder than his bull, did tear the house;

(Hurling his language with the canvas stone)

"Twas thought the monster roar'd the sob’rer tone.

But, ah! when thou thy. sorrow didst inspire
With passions black as is her dark attire, :
Virgins, as sufferers, have wept to see 7
So white a soul, so red a cruelty; Bellario.
That thou hast griev'd, and, with unthought redress,

Dried their wet eyes who now thy mercy bless;
Yet, loth to lose thy watry jewel, when
Joy wip'd it off, laughter straight sprung’t agen.

Now ruddy-cheeked Mirth with rosy wings Comedics.
Fans ev'ry brow with gladness, while she sings spenics Crrare.
Delight to all; and the whole theatre Humorous Liextenant.
A festival in Heaven doth appear.

Nothing but pleasure, love ; and (like the morn) Tamer Tem'd.
Each face a general smiling doth adorn. “Litsle French Lawyer.

Here, ye foul speakers, that pronounce the air

Of stews and sewers, I will inform you where,

And how, to clothe aright your wanton wit,

Without her nasty bawd attending it. Curtom cf the Corntry,
View here a loose thought said with such a grace, '
Minerva might have spoke in Venus’ face;

So well disguis'd, that "twas conceiv'd by none,

But Cupid bad Diana’s linen &n;

And all his naked parts so veil'd, they express

The shape with clouding the uncomeliness ;

3¢ Like destiny of poems, who, as she
Sings death to all, herself can never die.] This is extremely obscure: He says first,
that Fletcher is the spirit of poetry, that he is the god of it, and has decreed the fate of all
other poems, whether they are to live or die; after this he is like the destiny of poems, and
living only himself Sipf?s geath to all others. This is very high-strained indeed, and rather
self-contradictory, for Fletcher's spirit gives commission how far some shall live and yet signs
death to all. A slight change will make somewhat easier and clearer semse. I understand the
four last lines thus; Fletcher's poetry is the standard of excellence; whatever is not formed

by that model must die, therefore I read,

Like destiny, thy poems; i. e. Thy poems being the standard of excellence, are like
destiny, which determines the fate of others, but herself remains still the same. I republish
this poem as there are strong marks of genius in it, particularly in some of the foll::wing pa-
ragraphs. Sewarp.
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“That if this reformation, which we
Receiv'd, had not been buried with thee,’
‘The stage, as this work, might have liv’d and lov'd;
Her lines the austere scarlet had "d;
And th’ actors wisely been from zst offence
As clear, as they ate now from audience.
Thus with thy gemius did the scene expire,
‘Wanting thy active and enliv'ning fire,
‘That now (to spread a darkness over al)
Nothing remains but poesy to fall.
And though from these thy emlers we receive
Some warmth, so much as may be said, we live;
‘That we dare praise thee, blushless, in the head
Of the best piece Hermes to Love e’er read;
That we rejoice and glory in thy wit,
And feast each other with rememb’ring it ;
That we dare speak thy thought, thy acts recite:
Yet all men henceforth be afraid to write. RicH. LoVELACE.Y?

XVII.

Upon the unparatleled Plays written by those renowned Twins of Poctry,
BeAUuMONT and FLETCHER.

WaAT's here? another library of praise,’%

Met in a troop t' advance contemned plays,

And bring exploded wit again in fashion?

I can’t but wonder at this reformation.

My skipping soul surfeits with so much goed,

‘To see my hopes into fruition bijd.

A happy chymistry! blest viper, Joy!

"That through thy mother’s bowels gnaw'st thy way?!’
‘Wits flock in shoals, and club to re-erect,

In spite of ignorance, the architect ®

Of occidental poesy ; and turn

Gods, to recal /Vif's ashes from their urn.

Like huge Colosses, they've together knit %

Their shoulders to support a world of wit.

37 Rich. Lovelace.] This gentleman was eldest son of a good family, extremely aecom-
plished, being very eminent for wit, poetry, and music, but still more so for politeness of
manners and of person. He had an ample fortane and every tage that seeined to
Ppromise happiness in life; but his steady attachment ¢o the royal cause, and a liberality that
perhaps ap ed too near profuseness, reduced him to extreme poverty. Somahing of the
gaiety of the soldier appears in the begioning of this poem. His poems were published in
1749. SEWARD.

3 Another brary of praise.] This alludes to the numerous commendatory copies of
verses on Tom. Coryate's Crudities, which swelled into an entire volume. “This'is touched
at in the 23d copy of werses, by Richard Brome:

¢« For the witty copies took,
Of ‘his encomiums made themselves a book.” THueOBALD.

»® wteemsnaithey've together met .

Their shoulders to support a world of wit.] 1 should not find fault with mes and wit
being made zhimes hete, ’(lge poets of those times giving themselves such a licence) but that
two persons meeting their shoulders is neither sense nor English! I am therefore persuaded
the author ¥wrote kntz. So twice in the eighth copy by Jasper Maine,

’ ¢ In fame, as well as writings, both so knit,
) That no man knows where to divide your wit.”
And agin,

¢ Nor where you thus in works and poems knit,” &c. THEOBALD.
VOIL. 1. 1
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The tale of Atlas S:xough of truth it miss)

We plainly read mythologiz'd in this ;

heus and Amphion, whose undying stories
Made Athens famous, are but allegories.
*Tis poetry has power to civilize
Men, worse than stones, more blockish than the trees.
I cannot choose but think (now things so fall)
That Wit is past its climacterical ;
And though the Muses have been dead and gone,
I know, they’ll find a resurrection.

"Tis vain to praise ; they're to themselves a glory,
And silence is our sweetest orafory.

For he, that names but Fletcher, must needs be
Found guilty of a loud Ayperbole.

His fancy so transcendently aspires,

He shews himself a wit, who but admires.

Here are no volumes stuff'd with cheverel sense,
The very anagrams of eloquence ;

Nor long long-winded sentences that be,

Being rightly spell'd, but wit's stenography ;

Nor words, as void of reason as of rhime,

Only czsura’d to spin out the time.

But here’s a magazine of purest sense,

Cloth'd in the newest garb of eloquence :

Scenes that are quick and sprightly, in whose veins
Bubbles the quintessence of sweet-high strains.
Lines, like their authors, and each word of it
Does say, "twas writ b’ a gemini of wit.

How happy is our age! how blest our men!
‘When such rare souls live themselves o’er again.
We err, who think a poet dies; for this
Shews, that 'tis but a metempsychosis.

Beaumont and Fletcher here, at last, we see

Above the reach of dull mortality,

Or pow'r of fate: And thus the proverb hits,

(That's so much cross’d) These men live by their wits.
. ALex. Brouz.

: XVIII.
On the Death and Works of Mr. JouN FLETCHER.

My name, so far from great, that 'tis not known,
Can lend no praise but what thou'dst blush to own;
*And no rude hand, or feeble wit, should dare
To vex thy shrine with an unlearned tear. .

I'd have a state of wit convok’d, which hath
A power to take up on common faith;
That, when the stock of the whole kinigdom’s spent
In but preparative to thy monument, ,
The prudent council may invent fresh ways
To get new contribution to thy praise ;
And rear it high, and equal to thy wit;
Which must give life and monument to it.

So when, late, Essex died,+* the public face
Wore sorrow in’t; and to add mournful grace

4t So when, late, Essex dy’d.] The Earl of Essex, who had been general for the parlia-
ment in the civil war against King Charles the First, died on the 14th of September, 1646,

and the first folio of Beaumont and Fletcher's works was published in 1647. TrEeoBALD.
Te
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To the sad pomp of his lamented fall,

The commonwealth serv'd at his funeral,

And by a solemn order built his hearse;

—But not like thine, built by thyself in verss.
Where thy advanced image safely stands

Above the reach of sacrilegious hands.

Base hands, how impotently you disclose

Your rage 'gainst Camden's learned ashes, whose
Defaced statua and martyr'd book,

Like an antiquity and fragment look.

Nonnulla desunts legibly appear,

So truly now Camden’s Remains lie there.

Vain malice! how he mocks thy rage, while breath
Of Fame shall speak his great Elizabeth !
"Gainst time and thee he well provided hath;
Britannia is the tomb and epitaph.

Thus princes honours; but wit only gives

A name which to succeeding ages lives.

Singly we now consult ourselves and fame,
Ambitious to twist ours with thy great name.
Hence we thus bold to praise: For as a vine,
With subtle wreath and close embrace, doth twine
A friendly elm, by whose tall trunk it shoots
And gathers growth and moisture from its roots ;
About its arms the thankful clusters cling
Like bracelets, and with purple ammelling
The blue-cheek'd grape, stuck in ifs vernant hair,
Hangs like rich jewels in a beauteous ear.

So grow our praises by thy wit; we do

Borrow support and strength, and lend but show.
And but thy male wit,* like the youthful sun,
Strongly begets upon our passion,

Making our sorrow teem with elegy,

Thou yet unweep'd, and yet unprais’d might’st be.
But they're imperfect births; and such are all
Produc’d by causes not univocal,

The scapes of Nature, passives being unfit ;

And hence our verse speaks only mother-wit.

Oh, for a fit o'th’ father! for a spirit
That might but parcel of thy worth inherit;

For but a spark of that diviner fire,

Which thy full breast did animate and inspire ;
That souls could be divided, thou traduce

But a small particle of thine to us!

Of thine; which we admir'd when thou didst sit
But as a joint-commissioner in wit ;

When it had plummets hung on to suppress

Its too-luxuriant growing mightiness;

"Till, as that tree which scorns to be kept down,
Thou grew’st to govern the whble stage alone;
In which orb thy throng'd light did make the star,
Thou wert th’ intelligence did move that sphere.
Thy fury was compos'd; Rapture no fit

That hung on thee; nor thou far gone in wit

* And but thy male wit, &c ] Mr. Seward omits this and the nine following, Lnes.

4
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As men in a disease; thy fancy clear,
Mause chaste, as those flames whence they took their fire ;4
No spurious composures amongst thine,
Got?x)n adultery 'twixt Wit and Wine.

And as th’ hermetical physicians draw -
From things that curse of the first-broken law,
That ens venenum, which extracted thence
Leaves nought but primitive good and innocence:
So was thy spirit calcin’d; ne mixtures there
But perfect, such as next to simples are.
Not like those meteor-wits which wildly fly
In storm and thunder t.hrmﬁal:mth' amazed sky ;
Speaking but th’ ills and villainies in a state,
‘Which fools admire, and wise men ;\ilmble at,
Full of portent and prodigy, whose
Oft ’scal;; the vice, and on the man doth fall.
Nature us'd all her skill, when thee she meant
A wit at once both great and innocent.

Yet thou hadst tooth; but 'twas thy judgment, not
For mending one word a whole sheet to blot.
Thou couldst anatomise with ready art,
And skilful hand, crimes lock’d close up i" th’ heast.
‘Thou couldst unfold dark plots, and shew that path
By which Ambition climb’d to greatness hath;
Thou couldst the rises, turns, and falls of states,
How near they were their periods and dates;
Couldst mad the subject into popular rage,
And the grown seas of that great storm assuage;
Dethrone usurping tyrants, and plice there
The lawful prince and true inheriter;
Knew'st all dark turnings in the labyrinth
Of policy, which who but knows he sinn’th,
Save thee, who, un-infected didst walk in't,
As the great genius of government.
And when thou laidst thy tragic buskin by,
To court the stage with gentle comedy,
How new, how proper th’ humours, how express’d
In rich variety, how neatly dress’d
In language, how rare plots, what strength of wit
Shin'd in the face and every limb of it!
The stage grew narrow while thou grew'st to be
In thy whole life an exc’llent comedy.

To these a virgin-modesty, which first met
Applause with blush and fear, as if he yet
Had not deserv’d; till bold with constant praise
His brows admitted the unsought-for bays.
Nor would he ravish Fame; but left men free
To their own vote and ingenuity.

45 Muse chaste, as those frames when®e they took their fire;] This seems obscure, for
what are those frames whence Fletcher took his fire? The stars?  Even if this was meant, I
should think flames the better word: But as flames will signify heavenly fire in general,
cither the stars, suri, angels, or even the 'spirit of God himself, who ma{eth his ministers
Jlames of fire: 1 much prefer the word, and believe it the original. _As this poet was a
clergyman of character witht regard tb his sanctity, and much celeﬁl;nm Fletcher's chastity of
sentiments and language, it is very evident that many words which appear gross to us were
not so in King Charles the First's age. See pages xliv. and xlv. of the preface. S:WA‘:;;;C

o v n
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When his fair Shepherdess, on the guilty stage, -
‘Was martyr'd between i and 5
At which the impatient virtues of those few
Could judge, grew high, cried murder! though he knew
The innocence and beauty of his child,
He only, as if unconcerned, smil'd.
Princes have gather'd since each scatter'd grace,
Each line and beauty of that injur'd face ;%
And on th’ united parts breath’d such a fire
As, spite of malice, she shall ne’er expire.
Attending, not affecting, thus the crown,
*Till every did help to set iton, *
He came to be sole monarch, and did reign
In Wit's great empire, abs’lute sovereign.  Jomn Hazmis.*

XIX.
On Mr.JonN FLETCHER, and his Works, never before published.

To flatter living fools is easy sleight ;

But hard, to do the living-dead men right.

To praise a landed lord, is gainful art;

But thankless to pay tribute to desert. .

This should have been my task: I had intent

To bring my rubbish to thy monument,.

To stop eome crannies there, but that I found

No need of least repair; all firm and sound.

Thy well-built fame doth still itself advance

Above the world’s mad zeal and ignorance.
Thouih thou diedst not possess’d of that same pelf,
Which nobler souls call dirt, the city, wealth:

Yet thou hast left unto the times so great

A legacy, a treasure so complete, : !
That 'twill be hard, I fear, to prove thy will:

Men will be wrangling, and in doubting still,

How so vast sums of wit were left behind;

And yet nor debtd, nor sharers, they can find.
*Twas the kind providence of Fate to lock -

Some of this treasure up; and keep a stock

43 Princes have gather'd since each scatter’d grace,
Each line and beauty of that injur'd face.] This relates to King Charles the First
ing the Faithful Shepherdess to be revived, and acted before him. The lines are extremely
beautiful, and do honour to the king's taste in poetry, which as it comes from an adversary
(though certainly a very candid one, and who beF::c condemned the fire-brand-scribblers and
meteor-wits of his age) is a strong proof of its being a vel; good one. Elizabeth may
be called the mother of the English poets; James the First was a to them, en-
couraged their literature, but debased 1t with puns and pedantry ; Charles the First revived a
good taste, but the troubles of his reign prevented the great effects of his pumnngse
EWARD.

4+ Jokn Harris was of New-College, Oxford, Greek professor of the university, and so
eminent a preacher that he was called a second Chrysostom. In the civil wars he sided with
the ians, and was one of the Assembl omvines, and is the only poet in this col-
lection whom we certainly know to have been fzr the parliament ageinst the king. His poem
has great merit; the fine break after the mentionof the Erl of Essex, and the simile of the elm
and clusters of grapes, deserve a particular attention. After this simile I have struck out some
lines that were unequal in merit to their brethren, lest the reader, tired with these, should
stop_too short; for those which now follow, though unjust with regard to Beaumont, are
poetically 000“ ' Sewarp.

¢ o . For
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For a reserve until these sullen days;

‘When scorn, and want, and danger, are the bays

That crown the head of merit. But now he,

‘Who in thy will hath part, is rich and free.

But there's a caveat enter'd by command,

None should pretend, but those can understand.
Henry Moobpy, BarT.%

XX.

On the deceased Author, Mr. JonN FLETCHER, his Plays; and especially
the Mad Lover.

WaiLsT his well-organ'd body doth retreat
To its first matter, and the formal heat4¢
Triumphant sits in judgment, to approve
Pieces above our censure, and our love;47
Such, as dare boldly venture to appear

Unto the curious eye, and critic ear:

Lo, the Mad Lover in these various times

Is press'd to life, t' accuse us of our crimes.
While Fletcher liv'd, who equal to him writ
Such lasting monuments of natural wit?
Others may draw their lines with sweat, like those-
That (with much pains) a garrison inclose;
Whilst his sweet, fluent, vein did gently run,
As uncontrol'd and smoothly as the sun.
After his death, lour theatres did make

Him in his own unequal language speak :
And now, when all the muses out of their
Approved modesty silent appear, :
This play of Fletcher's braves the envious light,
As wonder of our ears once, now our sight.
Three-and-four-fold-blest poet, who the lives
Of poets, and of theatres, survives!

A groom, or ostler of some wit, may bring
His Pegasus to the Castalian spring ;

Boast, he a race o’er the Pharsalian pldin,

Or happy Tempe-valley, dares maintain:
Brag, at one leap, upon the double cliff
(Were it as high as monstrous Teneriffe)

45 Sir Henry Moody was of the number of those gentlemen who had henorary degrees
conferred by King Charles the First, at his return to Oxford after the battle ofri}lgv ill.
The poem has some strong marks of genius in it, particularly in these lines,

¢ until these sullen days;
When scorn, and want, and danger, are the bays
That crown the head of merit.”

¥ confess myselfa great admirer of verses in rhime, whose pauses run into each other as boldly
as blank verse itself. 'When our moderns corrected many faults in the measure of our verse
by making the accents always fall on right syllables, and laying aside those harsh elisions used
by our ancient poets, they mistook this run of the verses into each other after the manner of
irgil, Homer, &c. for a fault, which deprived our rhime of that grandeur and digmtg_ot_’ nam-
bers which arises from a perpetual change of pauses, and turned whole poems intg istiches.
EWARD.
46 And the formal heat, &'c.] Formal heat, I take to be a metaphysical and logjcal term
for the soul, as the formal cause is that which constitutes the essence of any thing. Fletcher's
soul therefore now sits in judgment, to approve works deserving of praise. SEWARD.
47 Pieces above our candour.] Amended by Theobald. or

AY
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{Of far-renown’d Parnassus he will get,

And there (t' amaze the world) confirm his seat:

When our admired Fletcher vaunts not aught,

And slighted every thing he writ as nought:

While all our English wond'ring world (in’s cause)

Made this great city echo with applause.

Read him, therefore, all that can read; and those,

That cannet, learn; if you're not learning’s foes,

And wilfully resolved to refuse

The gentle raptures of this happy muse,

From thy great constellation (no%le soul)

Look on this kingdom; suffer not the whole

Spirit of poesy retire to Heaven;

But make us entertain what thou hast given.

Earthquakes and thunder diapasons make,

The seas’ vast roar, and irresistless shake

Of horrid winds, a sympathy compose ;

So in these things there’s music in the close :

And though they seem great discords in our ears,

They are not so to them above the spheres.

Granting these music, how much sweeter's that

Mnemosyne’s daughters’ voices do create?

Since Heav'n, and earth, and seas, and air consent

To make an harmony, (the instrument,

Their gwn agreeing selves) shall we refuse

The music which the deities do use?

Troy’s ravish’d Ganymede doth sing to Jove,

A Pheebus’ self plays on his lyre above.

The Cretan gods, or glorious men, who will

Imitate right, must wonder at thy skill,

(Best poet of thy times!) or he will prove

As mad, as thy brave Memnon was with love.
AsToN CokAINE, BarT 4*

XXI.

On the Edition of Mr. FRANC1s BEAUMONT'S and Mr. Joun
FLercueRr’s Plays, never printed before.

I AM amaz'd; and this same extasy

Is both my glory and apology.

Sober joys are dull passions; they must bear
Proportion to the sulject: If so, where
Beaumont and Fletcher shall vouchsafe to be
That sulbject, That joy must be extasy.

Fury is the complexion of great wits;

The fool's distemper : He, that’s mad by fits,
Is wise so too. It is the 's muse;

The prophet's god; the fool's, and my cxcuse.
For (in me) nothing less than Fletcher's name
Could have begot, or justified, this flame.

. 4 Aston Cokaine, Bart.] This ﬁmtleman who claimed being made a baronet by King
Charles 1. at a time when the king’s distress prevented the creation passing the due forms, was
;{Pon of some repute, for which reason this copy is inserted more t‘::\s for its intrinsic worth.

e was lord of the manors of Pooley in Polesworth-parish, Warwickshire, and of Ashburn

in shire; but with a fate not uncommon to wits, spent and sold both; but his de-
scendants of this age have been and are persons of distinguished merit and fortung.
EWARD.

Beaumont
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’?m?“’tcfe‘;“‘ } veturn'd! methinks, it should not be:

No, notmswo;f: plays are as dead as he.
The palate of ¢, e gusts nothin, h,
That has not cuslar? mg::sor bawde%yh‘g
Folly and madness fill the stage: The scene
Is Athens; where, the guilty, and the mean,
The fool *scapes well enough; learned and great,
Suffer an o.vlracum, stand ezulate.

Mankind is fall'n agam, shrunk a degree,
A step below
Nature her .re{f is out dtmu, and sick
Of tumult and disorder, lunatic.

Yet what world would not chearfully endure
The torture, or disease, t' enjoy the cure?

This book's the balsam, and the hellebore,
Must preserve lleeding Nature, and restore
Our craxy stupor to a juat quick sense
Both of ingratitude, and Providence.

That teaches us (at once) to_feel and know,
Two deep points; what we want, and what we owe.
Yet great goods have their ills: Should we transmit,
To ﬁturé times, the pow'r of love and wit,
In this example; would they not combine
To make our imperfections their design ?
They'd study our corvuptions; and take more
gare to be s/, than to be good, before.
or not. but so great mfirmity,
Could mh:.kf them wgrrlhy of such remedy

Have you not seen the sun's alm
Rescue th' qffrighted world, and r.

From black despair? how his victorious beam
Scatters the storm, and drowns the petty flame
Of lightning, in the glory of his eye;

How full o pow r, how full of majesty ?
When, to us mortals, nothing else was known,
But the sad doubt, whether to burn, or drown.

Choler, and phlefm, heat, and dull ignorance,
Havefcast the ps;p into such a trance,

Thar fears and danger seem great equally,
And no dispute leﬂ:gnow, butg‘r how to die.y
Just in this nick, Fletcher sets the world clear
Of all disorder, and reforms us here.

The formal youth, that knew no other grace,
Or value, but his title, and his lace,

Glasses himself, and, in this faithful mirror,

Views, disapproves, reforms, repents his error.
The credulous, bright girl, that believes all

guage, in oaths (if good) canonical,

Is fortmged and taught, here, to beware

Of ev'ry specious lait, of ev'ry snare

Save ome; and that same caution takes her more,

Than all the flattery she felt before.

She finds her bozes, and her thoughts betray'd

By the corruption of the chamler-maid ;

Then throws her washes and dmemblmgs by,

And voes nothing but ingenuity.
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The severe statesman quits his sullen form
Of gravity and bus'ness; the lukewarm
Religious, his nentrality; the hot
Brawnsick illuminate, his zeal; the sot,
Stupidity ; the soldier, his arrears;
The court, its confidence; the plels, their fears;
Gallants, their apishness and perjury ;
Women, their pleasure and inconstancy ;
Poets, their wine; the usurer, his pelfs
The werld, its vanity ; and 1, my self. Bocea L'EsTrANGE. 49

XXII.
ON THE EDITION.

FrLercHER (whose fame no age can ever waste;
Envy of ours, and glory ef the last)

Is now alive again; and with his name

His sacred ashes wak'd into a flame;

Such as before, did by a secret charm

The wildest heart subdue, the coldest warm;
And lend the ladies’ eyes a power more bright,
Dispensing thus to either heat and light.

He to a sympathy those souls betray'd,
Whom love, or beauty, never could persuade;
And in each mov’d spectator could beget
A real passion by a counterfeit:

When firft Bellario bled, what lady there

Did not tor every drop let fall a tear?

And when Aspatia wept, not any eye

But seem’d to wear the same sad livery ;

By him inspir'd, the feign'd Lucina drew
More streams of melting sorrow than the true ;
But then the Scornful Lady did beguile

Their easy griefs, and teach them all to smile.

Thus he affections could or raise or lay; _
Love, grief, and mirth, thus did his charms obey;

He Nature taught her passions to out-do,
How to refine the old, and create new;
Which such a happy likeness seem'd to bear,
As if that Nature Art, Art Nature were.
Yet all had nothing been, obscurely kept
In the same urn wherein his dust hath slept;
Nor had he ris’ the Delphic wreath to claim,’
Had not the dying scene expir'd his name;
Despair our joy hath doubled, he is come;
Thrice welcome by this post-liminium.
His loss preserv'd him; They, that silenc’d Wit,
Are now the authors to eternize it;
Thus poets are in spite of Fate reviv'd, .
And plays by intermission longer-liv'd, THo. STANLEY.S®

o2 For the same reason that Sir Aston Cockaine’s poem is reprinted, Sir Roger
[‘F“mlge's keeps its place. His name is well known to lhﬁ:amed wol:ld, but this cop;g;f
ren: does no great honaur cither to hinself or our authors. SEwWARD.
Mr. Stanley educated at Pembroke-Hall, Cambridge, was a poct of some eminence,
M his verses have merit; and contain a pioof of what 1s asserted in the Preface, of plays
‘qul.k.q? unpublished for the benefit of the players. SEWARD.
3 m

To
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XXIIIL.

To the Memory of the Deceased but ‘ever-living Author, in these his Poems,

Mr. Joun FLETCHER.

On the large train of Fletcher's friends let me
(Retaining still my wonted modesty)

Become a waiter, in my ragged verse,

As follower to the muses’ followers.

Many here are of noble rank and worth,

That have, by strength of Art, set Fletcher forth
In true and lively colours, as they saw him,

And had the best abilities to draw him ;

Many more are abroad, that write, and look

To have their lines set before Fletcher's book 3
Some, that have known him too; some more, some less;
Some only but by hear-say, some by guess;

d some for fashion-sake would take the hint,
To try how well their wits would shew in print.
You, that are here before me, gentlemen,

And princes of Parnassus by the pen,

And your just judgments of his worth, that have
Preserv'd this author’s memory from the grave,
And made it glorious; let me, at your gate,
Porter it here, "gainst those that come too late
And are unfit to enter. Something I

Will deserve here: Far, where you versify

In flowing numbers, lawful weight, and time,

1’1l write, though not rich verses, honest rhime.

I am admitted. Now, have at the rout

Of those that would crowd in, but must keep out.
Bear back, my masters; pray keep back; forbear:
You cannot, at this time, have entrance here.
You, that are worthy, may, by intercession,

Find entertainment at the next impression.

But let none then attempt it, that not know

The reverence due, which to this shrine they owe:
All such must be excluded; and the sort,

That only upon trust, or by report,

Have taken Fletcher up, and think it trim

To have their verses planted before him: .
Let them read first his works, and learn to know him;
And offer, then, the sacrifice they owe him.

But far from hence be such, as would proclaim
Their knowledge of this author, not his fame;
And such, as woyld pretend, of all the rest,

To be the hest swits that have known him best.
Dnt.;part hence, all such writers, and before
Inferior ones thrust in, hy many a score;

As formerly, hefore Tom Coryate,

‘Whose work, before his praisers, had the fate

To perish: for the witty copies took

Of ﬁ?s encomiums made themselves a dook.

Here's no such subject for you to out-do,
Out-shine, out-live, (though well you may do toe
In other spheres) for Fletcier‘s flourishing bays
Must never fade, while Phoebus wears his rays.
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Therefore forbear to press upon him thus.

Why, what are you, (cry some) that prate to us?

Do not we know you for a flashy meteor?

And stil'd (at best) the muses’ serving-creature?

Do you control? Ye've had your jeer: Sirs, no;

But, in an humble manner, let you know,

Old serving-creatures oftentimes are fit

T’ inform young masters, as in land, in wit,

What they inherit; and how well their dads

Left one, and wish'd the other, to their lads.

And from departed poets 1 can guess

Who has a greater share of wit, who less.

*Way fool, another says, I let him rail,

And ’bout his own ears flourish his wit-flail,

*Till with his swingle he his noddle break;

While this of Fletcher, and his WWorks, I speak:

His works? (says Momus) nay, his plays, you'd say :

Thou hast said right, for that to him was play

Which was to others’ brains a toil : with ease

He play’d on waves, which were their troubled seas.

His nimble births have longer liv'd than theirs

That have, with strongest labour, divers years

Been sending forth the issues of their brains

Upon the stage; and shall, to th’ stationer’s gains,

Life after life take, till some after-age

Shall put down printing, as this doth the stage;

Which nothing now presents unto the eye,

But in dumb-shows her own sad tragedy. .

"Would there had been no sadder works abroad, !

Since her decay, acted in fields of blood! .
But fo the man again, of whom we write,

The writer that made writing his delight,

Rather than work. He did not pump, nor drudge,

To beget wit, or manage it; nor trudge

To wit-conveftions with note-book, to glean,

Or steal, some jests to foist into a scene:

He scorn’d those shifts. You, that have known him, know

. The common talk ; that from his lips did flow, ’

And run at waste, did savour more of wit,

Than any of his time, or since, have writ

(But few excepted) in the stage’s way :

His scenes were acts, and every act a play.

1 knew him in his strength ; even then, when he,

That was the master of iis art and me,**

Most knowing Jonson (proud to call him son),

In Yriepdly envy swore he had out-done -

His very self. 1 knew him, till he died;

And, at his dissolution, what a tide

Of sorrow overwhelm'd the stage; which gave

Vollies of sighs to send him to his grave,

St Master of his art and me.] Mr. Richard Brome was many years a servant to Ben Jon-
son (an amanuensis, I presume), and learned the art of writing comedy under him : upon
this, Ben compliments him in a short poem prefixed to Brome's Northern Lass.

¢¢ ] had you for a servant once, Dick Brome,
Amf you perform’d a servant’s faithful parts;
Now you are got into a nearer room
Of fellowship, professing my old arts, &¢.” THEOBALD. And
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And distracted in most violent fits,

For she bad lost the best part of her wits.

In the first year, our famous Fletcher fell,

Of good king Charles, who grac'd these poems well,
Being then in life of action : bet they died

Since the king’s absence ; or were laid aside,

As is their poet. Now, at the report

Of the king's second coming to his court,

The Looks creep from the press to life, not action ;
Crying unto the world, that no protraction

May hinder sacred majesty to give -

Fletcher, in them, leave on the stage to live.

Others may more in lofty verses move;

I only, thus, express my truth and love. Ricu. Broxr.

XXIV.st
Upon the Printing of Mr.JouN FLETcHER'S Worke.

WHAT means this numerous guard? or, do we come,
To file our names, or verse, upon the tomb
Of Fletcher, and, by boldly making known
His wit, betray the nothing of our own?
¥or, if we grant him dead, it is as true
Against ourselves, no wit, no poet now;
Or if he be return’d from his cool shade
To us, this book his resurrection’s made:
We bleed ourselves to death, and but contrive
y our own epitaphs to shew him alive.
But let him live! and let me prophesy,
As I go swan-like out,’* our peace is nigh:
A balm unto the wounded age I sing;
And nothing now is yanting, but the king. Ja. Smm.n.ﬂo
. 2

$* The Commendatory Poems wete printed without judgment or order; several of them,
(particularly the first as ranked in the late editions) greatly injure our authors by injudicious
encomiums, and have too little merit to be republisﬁed Mr. Theobald left several correc-
tions upon these obscure poems, and many others would have been added, had not una litura
appeared the best remedy.  All are therefore now discarded but what appeared worthy of the
reader’s attention, and these are ranged according to the order of time 1n which they seem to
have been wrote. Beaumont himself now leads in defence of his friend Fletcher's charming
dramatic pastoral the Faithful Shepherdess, which having been damned at its first appearance
on the stage, Beaumont and Jonson, with the spirits of Horace and Juvenal, lash the dull
herd for their stupid ingratitude. SEWARD,
: In addition to the above, which Mr. Seward makes an introductory note, it may not be
amiss to remark, that the first folio had thirty six Commendatory Poems; from: which
the editors of the second folio selected no more ti:an eleven. In theoctavoof 1711, all but
one were copied from the first folio; and to these were added Beaumont's and Jonson’s Verses
on the Faithful Shepherdess. Of these thirty-seven Mr. Seward retained twenty-three, and
added Poem 1V. signed J. F. We think that Seward, so far from rejecting any pieces worth
ptreservation, has kept some which mi%u very well bave been spared: we have, however,
adopted his selection, which ends wit Shi:{ey's poem; and shall now restore the verses
written by Gardiner and Hills, (not because they possess any poctic merit, but that the reader
may judge what respect is due to the testimony of those verses, which are frequently men-
tioned as ascribing particular l;\lnys to Fletcher), and add a passage, relative to our authors,
writtén by the ingenious Mr. Fenton. o
52 As I go swan-like out.] Lhis seems to allude to his verses having been the last in the
Lollection.
33 My. Shirley was pullisher of the first folio edition in 1647, Szwnn.B
4
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XXV. ‘

On the Dramatic Poems of Mr. Joun FLETCHER.

Woxper! who's here? Fletcher, long buried,
Reviv'd? "Tis he! he’s risen from the dead;
His winding-sheet put off, walks above ground,
Shakes off his fetters, and is better bound.
And may he not, if rightly understood,
Prove plays are lawful? he hath made them good,
Is any Lover Mad? see, here Love's Cure;
Unmarried? to a #ife he may be sure,
A rare one, for a Month ; if she displease,
The Spanish Curate gives a writ of ease.
Enquire the Custom of the Couniry, then
Shall the French Lauyer set you again.
If the two Fuir Maids take it wondrous ill,
(One of the Inu, the other of the Mill)
That th’ Lovers’ Progress’ stopt, and they defam'd,
Here's that makes Women Pleas'd, and Tamer Tam'd.
But who then plays the Coxcomd ? or will try
His Wit at Several Weapons, or else die?
Nice Valour, and he doubts not to engage
The Nolle Gentleman, in Love's Pilgrimage,
To take revenge on the False One, and run
The Honest Man’s Fortune, to be undone
Like Knight of Malta, or else Captain be,
Or th’ Humorous Lieutenant ; go to sea
(4 Voyage for to starve) he’s very loath,
"Till we are all at peace, to swear an oath,
That then the Loyal Sulject may have leave
To lie from Beggar's Bush, and undeceive
The creditor, discharge his debts; why so,
Since we can’t pay to Fletcher what we owe?
Oh, could his Prophetess but tell one Chance,
When that the Pilgrims shall return from France,
And once more make this kingdom, as of late,
The Island Princess, and we celebrate
A Doulle Marriage; every one to bring
To Fletcher's memory his offering,
- That thus at last unsequesters the stage,
Brings back the silver, and the golden age} RoBERT GARDINEER.

XXVI

Upon the ever-to-be-admired Mr.Joun FLETCRER, and his Plays.

Whaat's all this preparation for? or why |
Such sudden triumphs? Fletcher, the people cry!

Just so, when kings approach, our conduits run
Claret, as here the spouts flow Helicon :

L]

See, every sprightful muse, dress'd trim and gay,
Strews herbs and scatters roses in his way.

Thus th' outward yard set round with leyes we've seen,
Which from the garden bath transplanted been;

By publisher we suppose Mr. Seward means edifor : this Mr. Shirley certainly was not.

} true h_e wrote the
tve he did more for,

reface; but it would be exceedingly unjust to that great man, to
or at lcast could be edifor of, so incorrect a book. 8 !

Thus,
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Thus, at the pr#tor's feast, with needless costs,
Some must b’employ’d in painting of the posts ;
And some, as dishes made for sight, not taste,
Stand here as things for show to Fletcher's feast.
Oh, what an honour, what a grace ‘t had been,
T’ have had his cook in Rollo setve them in!
Fletcher, the king of poets! stich was he,
That earn’d all tribute, claim’d all sovereignty ;
And may he that denies it, learn to blush
At’s al Suliject, starve at’s Beggars' Bush;
And, if not drawn by example, shame, nor ,
‘Turn o'et to's Corcomb, and the Wild-Goose Chase.
Monarch of wit! great magazine of wealth!
From whose rich lank, by a Promethean stealth,
Our lesser flames do blaze! His the true fire,
‘When they, like glow-worms, being touch'd, expire.
*‘T'was first believ'd, because he always was
‘The ipse dixit, and Pythagoras
To our disciple-wits, his soul might run
(By the same dreamt-of transmigration)
Into their rude and indigested brain,
And so inform their chaos-lump again;
For many specious brats of this last age
Spoke Fletcher perfectly in every page.
This rous'd his rage, to be abused thus,
Made's Lover Mad, Lieutenant Humorous.
Thus ends of gold and silver-men are made
(As th' use td say) goldsmiths of his own trade 4
Thus rag-men from the dunghill often hop,
And publish forth by chance a broker’s shop.
But by his own light, now, we have descried
The dross, from that hath been so purely tried.
Proteus of wit! who reads him do& not see
The manners of each sex, of each degree?
His full-stor’d fancy doth all humours fill,
From th’ Queen of Corinth to the Maid o’'th’ Mill;
His Curate, Lawyer, Captain, Prophetess,
Shew he was all and every one of thesg;
He taught (so subtly were their fancies seiz'd)
To Rule a Wife, and yet the Women Pleas'd.
Parnassus is thine own; claim it as merit,
Law makes the Elder Brother to inherit.

G. Hivws.
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!

Eaxtract from FENTON’s PoEMs.

——like the radiant twins that gild the sphere,
Fletcher and Beaumont next in pomp appear:
The first a fruitful vine, in bloomy pride,
Had been by superfluity destroy'd,
But that his friend, judiciously severe,
Prun'd the luxuriant boughs with artful care:
On various sbunding barps the muses play’d,
And sung, and quaff’d their nectgr in the shade.
Few moderns in the lists with these may stand,

For in those days were gjants in the land:
Buffice it now by lineal right to' claim,
And bow with filial awe to Shakespeare’s fame; }
‘The second honours are a glorious name. .
Achilles dead, they found no equal lord,
‘Ta wear his armour, and to wield his sword.

* /

UPON
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UPON AN HONEST MAN’S FORTUNEs*

By Mr. Joux FLETCHER.

You that can look through Heav'n, aud tell the stars,
Observe their kind conjunctions, and their wars;
Find out new lights, and give them where you please,
To those men honours, pleasures, to those ease;

ou that are God's surveyers, and can shew
How far, and when, and why the wind doth blow;
Know all the charges of the dreadful thunder,
And when it will shoot over, or fall under;
Tell me, by all your art I cogjure ye,
Yes, and by truth, what shall become of me?
Find out my star, if each one, as you say,
Have his peculiar angel, and his way ;53
Observe my fate, next fall into your dreams,
Sweep clean your houses, and new -line your schemes,
Then say your worst! Or have I none at all?
Or is it burnt out lately? or did fail?
Or am I poor? not able, no full lame?
My star, like me, unworthy of a name?
Is it, your art can only work on those
That deal with danéel's, dignities, and clothes?
‘With love, or new opinions? You all lie!
A fish-wife hath a fate, and so have I;
But far above your finding! He that gives,
Out of his providence, to all that lives,
And no man knows his treasure, no, not you!
He that made Egypt blind, from whence you grew
Scabby and lousy, that the world might see
Your calculations are as blind as ye;
He that made all the stars you daily read,
And from thence filch a knowledge how to feed,
Hath hid tbis from you; your conjectures all
Are drunken things, not how, but when they fall;
Man is his own star, and the soul that can
Render an honest and a perfect man,
Commands all light, all influence, all fate ;
Nothing to him falls early, or too late.

2 These verses are in all former editions printed at the end of the comedy of The Honest
Man':h Fortune: As they have not the least reference to that play, we have chose to place
them here. :

$3 Have his peculiar angel, and his way:] Way, in its common acceptation, is not non.
sense ; it may signify his path of life marked out to him by the stars. But Mr. Sympson
thinks it certainly corrupt, and conjectures first fay, which, he says, signifies spirit, or saie,
which he says, though a very uncommon word, signifies fafe: As he quotes no authority, L
can only say, that 1 remember fay used by Spenser, as the same with fairy, but none of my

lossaries know such a word as saze; and if an obsolete word must be used, we need not depart
at all from the trace of the letters; for wcy or way (the spelling of former ages, as well as the
present, being extremncly uncertain) may signify fate; the wcys were the fates of the northern
nations, from whence the witches in Macbeth are called weyward sisters,  Sec Mr. Warbure
ton's ingenious and learned note upon them. SEwARD.
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Our acts our angels are, or good or ill,

Our fatal shadows that walk by us still;

And when the stars are labouring, we believe
It is not that they govern, but they grieve

For stubborn ignorance; all things that are
Made for our general uses, are at war,

E'en we among ourselves; and from the strife,
Your first unlike opinions got a life.

Oh, man! thou image of thy Maker’s good,34
What canst thou fear, when breath’d into thy blood
His spirit is, that built thee? what dull sense
Makes thee suspect, in need, that Providence
‘Who made the morning, and who plac'd the light
Guide to thy labours; who call'd up the night,
And bid her fall upon thee like sweet showers
In hollow murmurs, to lock up thy powers;

Who gave thee knowledge, who so trusted thee,
To let thee grow so near himself, the tree;
Must he then be distrysted? shall his frame
Discourse with him, why thus and thus I am?
He made the angels thine, thy fellows all,

Nay, even thy servants, when devotions call.
Oh, canst thou be so stupid then, so dim,

To seek a saving influence, and lose him?

Can stars protect thee? or can poverty,

Which is the light to Heav'n,’$ put out his eye}
He is my star, in him all truth I find,

All influence, all fate! and when roy mind .
Is furnish’d with his fulness, my poor story
Shall out-live all their age, and all their glory!
The hand of danger cannot fall amiss,

When I know what, and in whose power it is:
Nor want, the curse of man,® shall make me groan;
A holy hermit is a mind alone,

Doth not experience teach us, all we can,

To work ourselves into a glorious man?

Love's but an exhalation to best eyes,

The matter spent, and then the fool's fire dies!

W ——Thou image of thy Maker's good.] Mr. Sympson would read,

thy Maker good.

wt ] see not sufficient reason for a change, since good men are, and all men should endea-
‘our to make themselves, images of the ioodness of God. Nay, the man who banishes vir-

ue from his soul, forfeits the only valuable likeness which he bears to his Maker.
SEWARB.

38

Or can poverty, .

Which is the light to Heav'n, put out his eye?] This poem has vast beauties; what
fhdl;r had often bantered in his comedies, the cheats of astrology (almost universally t
ved in his age) he now lashes with the spirit of a classic satirist, and the zeal of a Christian
ine. But the line above, Mr. Sympson says, is sad stuff; 1 own ita little obscure, but
U from deserving that title. Poverty and afliction often bring men to a due sense of their
Wl state, and to an entire dependence on their Creator, therefore may be considered as lights
12t often guide men to Heaven. Pocts, whose imaginations arc so full of sentiment as

re's and Fletcher’s, do not always study perspicuity in their expressions so mpuch as
Wie of cooler dispositions. SEWARD.
Itistrue, that they do not always study perspicuity ; but the light of Heaven refers to his
¥e, not to poverty. This mode of construction is not uncomnon with our authors, and has
occasioned misinterpretations.
% The cause of man.|] Corrected in 1750.

VOL. 1. n Were
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Were I in love, and could that bright star bring
Encrease to wealth, honour, and every thing;
Were she as perfect good as we can aim,

The first was so, and yet she lost the game.
My mistress, then, be Knowledge and fair Truth!
8o I enjoy all beauty and all youth.

And though to Time her lights and laws she lends,
She knows no age that to corruption bends:
Friends’ promises may lead me to believe,

But he that is his own friend, knows to live;
Affliction, when I know it is but this,

A deep allay, whercby man tougher is

To bear the hammer,$? and, the deeper, still

‘We still arise more image of his will;

Sickness, an humorous cloud ‘twixt us and light,
And death, at longest, but another night!

Man is his own star, and that soul that can

Be honest, is the only perfect man.

. 7 To hear the hammer.] Seward falsely asserts, that this is the reading of the former
editions.

LETTER



LETTER
FROM

BEAUMONT TO BEN JONSON.f

Txe sun (which doth the greatest comfort bring

“To absent friehds, because the self-same thing

They know, they see, however absent) is

Here, our best haymaker, (forgive me this!

It is our country’s stile) in this warm shine

1 lie, and dream of your full Mermaid wine.

Oh, we have water mix'd with claret lees,

Drink apt to bring in drier heresies

‘Than beer, good only for the sonnet's strain,

With fustian metaphors to stuff’ the brain;

So mix’d, that, given to the thirstiest one,

"Twill not prove alms, unless he have the stone:

I think with one draught man’s invention fades,

Two cups had quite spoil'd Homer’s Iliades.

*Tis liquor that will find out Sutcliff’s wit,

Lie where he will,> and make him.write worse yet,

Fill'd with such moisture, in most grievous qualms,

Did Robert Wisdom write his singing-psalms;

And so must I do this: And yet I think

It is a potion sent us down to drink,

By special Providence, keeps us from fights,

Makes us not laugh when we make legs to knights. ,

"Tis this that keeps our minds fit for our states,

A medicine to obey our magistrates:

For we do live more free than you; no hate,

No envy at one another’s happy state,

Moves us; we are all equal; evety whits$

Of land that God gives men here is their wit, c
I

t Letter, ©c.] This letter has hitherto been printed at the end of Nice Valour, with the
following title: *“ Mr. Francis Beaumont's Letter to Ben Jonson, written before he and Mas-
ter Fletcher came to London, with two of the precedent comedies then not finished, <which
deferred their merry meetings at the Mermaid.” As we apprehend it is demonstrated
(p- liii, & seq.) that this situation was casual, and the title not to be relied on, we have
ventured to remove the one and alter the other. L

2 Lie where he will.] 1f we keep to the old reading, it must reflect upon Sutcliff’s hiding
himself for debt. I have not the Lives of the Poets now by me, but don’t remember any
thing of the poverty of this minor poct of our author’s age: by reading it for ke, the archness
is smarter as well as more good-humoured ; let his wit lie in what part of his bodg it will.

. EWARD.

We see no great archness in this alteration, nor think the old reading implies Sutcliff’s
Iriding for debt.

3 We are all equal every whit :

Of land that God gives men here is their wit:

1If we consider fully.] This dark sentence has been cleared up by Mr. Sympson, who
by pointing differently gives this sentiment. Mens wit is here in exact proportion to their
.lans';’I aud then the next sentence, .

—for pur Lest
And gravest men will with kis main-house jest,
Scarce please you;

has
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If we consider fully; for our best
And gravest men will with his main house-jest,
Scarce please you; we want subtilty to do
The city-tricks, lie, hate, and flatter too:
Here are none that can bear a painted show,
Strike when you wink, and then lament the blow ; 4
‘Who, like mills set the right way for to grind,
Can make their gains alike with every wind:
Only some fellows with the subtlest pate
Amongst us, may perchance equivocate
At selling of a horse, and that’s the most.
Methinks the little wit I had is lost
Since I saw you; for wit is like a rest
Held up at tennis,® which men do the best
With the best gamesters: what things have we seen
Done at the Mermaid! heard words that have been
So nimble, and so full of subtile flame,
As if that every one from whence they came
Had meant to put his whole wit in a jest,
And had resolv'd to live a fool the rest
Of his dull life; then when there hath been thrown
Wit able enough to justify the town
For three days past: wit that might warrant be
For the whole city to talk foolishly
"Till that were cancell'd: and when that was gone,
‘We left an air behind us, which alone
‘Was able to make the two next companies
Right witty: though but downright fools, mere wise.®
‘When I remember this, and see that now
the country gentlemen begin to allow
My wit for dry-bobs, then I needs must cry,
I see my days of ballading grow nigh;
I can already riddle, and can sing
Catches, sell bargains, and I fear shall bring
Myself to speak the hardest words I find,’
Over-as oft as any, with one wind,
That

has a just connection with the former: Main-kouse jest, I read with a hyphen and understand
by it the jest that receives its merit from the grandeur, riches, and antiquity of his family who
utters it, as the hearers admire it upon these accounts. SEWARD.

Main-house is a strange expression ; if there needs a hyphen, house-jest would be better.

4 Strike when lyou winch, and then lament the blow.] This does not appear sense: The
g(eml speaks of courtiers wearing a sainted outside (and perhaps wear in the former line would

a better reading than ear) and after they themselves have struck you secretly when you
did not see them, will pretend to lament-the blow. But what has winck to do with this
sense? 1 doubt not but the true reading is,

Strikegohen you wink, and then lament the blow. SEWARD.

3 Wit is like a REST held up at tennis.] This, we think, tends to explain the expression
that so often occurs of setting up a rest, which commonly includes an allusion to some game,
and which game here appears to be tennis.

6 Though but downright fools, more wise.] More wise is an anti-climax after right witty ;
but I belicve the true reading is meer wise, i. e. nothing but mere wisdom itself. It seems an
expression perfectli in the stile of the context. SEWARD.

7 To speak the hardest words I find,

Over, as oft as any, with one wind,
That takes no medicines.] This relates to the play of repeating hard words (such as Chi-
chester church stands in Chichester church-yard) several times in a breath, and generally they
are
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That takes no medicines, but one thought of thee
Makes me remember all these things to be

The wit of our young men, fellows that show

No part of good, yet utter all they know ;

‘Who, like trees of the garden, have growing souls.?
Only strong Destiny, which all controls,

I hope hath left a better fate in store

For me thy friend, than to live ever poor,

Banish’d unto this home! Fate once again

Bring me to thee, who canst make smooth and plain
The way of knowledge for me, and then I,

‘Who have no good but in thy company,

Protest it will my greatest comfort be

To acknowledge all I have to flow from thee.®

Ben, when these scenes are perfect, we'll taste wine;
T'il drink thy muse’s health, thou shalt quaff mine.

are such as betray the speaker into indecencies. But are we to understand Tkat takes no me-
dicines only for the sake of strengthening the wind? Or a secret fling at the physicians and
apothecaries for affecting hard words, and so one effect of their medicines may jocularly be
supposed to enable a man to talk hard words more fluently? EWARD,

The first of these interpretations is, we think, the true.

7 Who like trees of the guard, have growing souls.] What, says Mr. Sympson, can frees
of the guard possibly mean? I believe it corrupt for garden, which the old poets would withe
out scruple contract into one syllable, gard’n, and how easily might a transenber, not knowing
what word it was, change it to guard. SEWARD.

It is probable garden is right ; but how could our poets, or any poets, or mortals, contract
garden into one syllable? The editors of 1750 have presented to our eyes many contractions
and apostrophes which no tongue can express, or human organs articulate.

8 To flow from thee.] I had observed upon the Woman Hater before I knew of these
verses of Beaumont’s having any relation to that play, how much more it was wrote in Ben
Jonson’s manner than any other of our authors’ foregoing plays: the same is true of The Nice
Valour, which consists chiefly of passions personated, not of characters from real life; and
which allows those passions to be carried to the highest pitch of extravagance. Hereisa
confirmation of Jonson being the writer they imimte%. In the greatest part of their works
they seem to follow Shakespeare. I find from these verscs, that at note 32 in the Woman-
Hater, I was mistaken in supposing Fletcher was the sole author of that play, from the first
edition having his name only prefixed: it being printed after both their deaths, it was very
easy to make the mistake, which was corrected by the second edition. The character of
Lapet in this play has so much of that inimitable humour, which was displayed before in the
character of us, in the King and No King, that it was probably the work of the same hand,
viz. Beaumont’s, for to hith Mr. Earle (in the most authentic copy of verses prefixed to these
plays, as being writ immediately after the death of Beaumont, and near ten years before that
o gletcher) ascribes Bessus together with Philaster and the Maid's Tragedy, How wrong
therefore is the prevailing opinion, that Beaumont's genius was only turned for tragedy, that
he possessed great correctness of judgment, but that the liveliness of imagination, vivacity of
wit, and comic humour, which so much abounds in these plays, were all to be ascribed to
Fletcher only? See Berkenhead's Poems on this subject prefixed to this edition. SEwARD.

See p. liii, & seq.
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LN

ConsiperiNG the acknowledged excellence of our authors, loudly ac-
knowledged by the most eminent of their contemporaries and successors,
it appears at first sight rather wonderful, that in the space of a hundred
and fifty years, which have clapsed since the death of these poets, no
more than three complete editions of their works have been published;
we say three, because the first folio professedly included no more of their
plays, than those which bad not before been singly printed in quarto.

To what causes are we to attribute this amazing disparity between the
reputation of the vwriters, and the public demand for their productions?
Are libraries furnished with books, as apartments with furniture, accord-
ing to the fashion? or isit necessary, because plays were originally written
to be acted, that they must continue to be perpetually represented, or
cease to be read?

Truth, we fear, obliges us to confess that these questions must, with-
out much qualification, be answered in the aftirmative. Shakespeare, ad-
mirable as he is, certainly owes some part of his present popularity, and
the extraordinary preference given to his Elaf's beyond those of all our
other dramatists, to the mode adopted by the literary world to extol him.
By the changes of fashion, nature and right reason sometimes come into
‘vogue; but the multitude take them, like coin, because they are in cur-
rency, while men of sense and letters alone appreciate them according to
their intrinsic value, and receive merit, wherever they find it, as bullion,
though it has not the stamp of fashion impressed on it. To such men,
the genius of Shakespeare, instead of obscuring, illustrates the kindred
talents of Beaumont and Flctcher. Yet such men are but rare; and one
of the most acute and learned editors of Shakespeare speaking of his
own notes “concerned in a critical explanation of the author’s %)enuties
and defects; but chiefly of his beauties, whether in stile, thought, senti-
ment, character, or composition,” adds, that ¢ the public judgment hath
less need to be assisted in what it shall reject, than in what it ought to
PrizE. Nor is the value they set upon a work, a certain proof that they
understand it. For it is ever seen, THAT HALF A DOZEN VOICES OF
CREDIT GIVE THE LEAD, and if the public chance to be in good humour,
or the author much in their favour, THE PEOPLE ARE SURE TO FOLLOW.”

To the popularity of a dramatic writer, nothing more immediately
contributes than the frequency of theatrical rcpresentation. Common
readers, like barren spectators, know little more of an author than what
the actor, not always his happiest commentator, presents t8 them. Muti-
lations of Shakespeare have been recited, and even quoted, as his genuine
text; and many of his dramas, not in the course of exhibition, are by the
multitide not honoured with a perusal. On the stage, indeed, our authors
formerliy took the lead, Dryden having informed us, that in his day two of
their plays were performed to one of Shakespeare. The stage, however,
owes its attraction to the actor as well as author; and it the able per:
former will not contribute to give a polish and brilliancy to the work, it
will lie, like the rough diamond, obscured and disregarded. The artists of

former
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former days worked the rich mine of Beaumont and Fletcher; and Bet-
terton, the Roscius of his age, enriched his catalogue of characters from
their dramas, as well as those of Shakespeare. Unfortunately for our au
thors, the Roscius of our day confined his round of characters in old plaKs,
too closely to Shakespeare. We may almost say of him indeed, in this
respect, as Dryden says of Shakespeare’s scenes of magic,

¢¢ Within that circle none durst walk but he ;"

but surely we must lament, that those extraordinary powers, which have
so successfully been exerted in the illustration of Shakespeare, and some-
times prostituted to the support of the meanest writers, should not more
frequently have been employed to throw a light upon Beaumont and
Fletcher. Their plays, we will be bold to say, have the same excellencies,
as well as the same defects, each perhaps in an inferior degree, with the
dramas of their great master. Like his, they are built on histories or novels,

rursuing in the same manner the story through its various circumstances;
* like his, but not always with equal truth and nature, their characters are
boldly drawn and warmly coloured; like his, their dialogue, containing
every beauty of stile, and licentiousness of construction, is thick sown
with moral sentiments, interchanged with ludicrous and serious, ribaldry
and sublime, and sometimes enlivened with wit in a richer vein than even
the immortal dramas of Shakespeare. In comedy, the critics of their
own days, and those immediately succeeding, gave Beaumont and Fletcher
the preference to Shakespeare; and although the slow award of time has
at length justly decreed the superior excellence of the glorious father of
our drama beyond all further appeal, yet these his illustrious followers
ought not surely to be cast so far behind him, as to fall into contemptu-
ous neglect, while the most careless works of Shakespeare are studiouslly
brought forward. The Maid’s Tragedy, King and No King, Love’s Pil-
grimage, Monsieur Thomas, &c. &c. &c. would hardly disgrace that stage
which has exhibited The Two Gentlemen of Verona.

Mr. Seward has employed great part of his preface in citing similar
passages from Shakespeare and our authors; and though we do not en-
~ tirely agree with him in the comparisons he has drawn, we cannot resist
the temptation of adducing one instance, in oury opinion, more ta the ad-
vantage of our authors than any mentioned in that preface. It is the
entire character of the boy HHENGoO, in the tragedy of Bonduca; a cha-
racter which is, we think (taken altogether) Letter sustained, and more
beautifully natural and pathctic, than the Prince Arthur of Shakespeare.
The scene in King John between Arthur and Hubert, excellent as it is,
almost passes the bounds of pity and terror, and becomes horrible; be-
sides which, Shakespeare, to whom “ a quibble,” as Dr. Johnson says,
“ was the fatal Cleopatra for which he lost the world, and was content to
lose it,” has enervated the dialogue with many frigid conceits, which he
has, with more than usual impropriety, put into the mouth of the inno-
cent Arthur, while he is pleading most affectingly for mercy.

As for example:

< Will you put out mine eyes?

These eyes, that never did, nor never shall,

So much as frown on you?
Iub. T've sworn to do it

And with hot irons must 1 burn them out. Ant
rth.
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Arth. AR, none but in this iron age would do ¢!
The irom of itself, tho' keated.red hot,
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears,
And quench its fiery indignation, .
Even in the matter of my mnocence: ‘
Nay, qfter that, consume away in rust,
But for containing fire to harm mine eye.
Are you more stublorn-hard than hammer'd iron ?
Oh, if an angel should have come to me,
And told me, Hubertshould put out mine eyes,
. Twould not have believ'd him; no tongue, but Hubert's, .
And again;
¢ Go to! hold your tongue!
Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a trace of tongues
Moust needs want pleading for a pair of eyes:
Let me not hold my tongue; let me not, Hubert!
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue,
8o I may keep mine eyes. Oh, spare mine eyes;
Tho' to no use, but still to look on you!
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold,
And would not harm me, '
Hub. I can heat it, boy.
Arth. No, in good sooth; the fire is dead with grief,
Being create for comfort, to be-us’d
In undeserv’d extremes: see else yourself;
There is no malice in this burning coal ;
The breath of Heaven hath blown its spirit out,
And strew'd repentant ashes on its head.
Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, .
Arth. And {f you do, you will but make it blusk,
And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert ;
N’g, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes;
And, like a dog, that is compell'd to fight,
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on.
All things, that you should use to do me wrong,
Deny their office: only you do lack
That mercy, whick fierce firc and iron extend,
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses.”
The reader, we imagfisne, will concur in our disapprobation of the passages
printed in Italics. Between Caratach and Hengo we do not remember
that a line occurs, affected or unnatural ; and nothing can be more exqui-
sitely tender than the several .scenes between them. The whole play
abounds with dramatic and poetic excellence.

Allowing, however, freely allowing, the general superiority of Shake-
speare-to Beaumont and Fletcher (and indeed to all other poets, Homer
perhaps only excepted) yet we cannot so far degrade our authors, as to
reduce the most excellent of their pieces to a level with the meanest effu-
sions of Shakespeare; nor can we believe that there are not many of their
long-neglected as that might not, with very inconsiderable variations,
be accommodated to the taste of a modern audience. The public have
been long habituated to the phraseology of Shakespeare, whose language,

m the opinion of Dryden, is a little obsolete in comparison of that of our
authors ; and irregularities of fable have been not only pardoned, but de-
fended, When the great English actor, of whom we have been speaking,
first undertook the tgrection of the stage, his friend (the present Laureat)

boldly told him,
VOL. 1. A mation's t'w'i,d'épends on you.” ' The
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The national taste, under his happy influence, acquired from day to day,
from year to year, an increased relish for Shakespeare; and it 1s almost
matter of amazement, as well as concern, that so little of his attention
was directed to those dramatic writers, whose poetical character bore so
great an affinity to the f’ust object of his admiration. A deceased actor,
of great merit, and still greater %romise, very successfully opened his
theatrical career by appearing in the tragedy of Philaster. At the same
time, the same tragedy contriguted not a?ittﬁ: to the growing fame of one,
of our principal actresses. That Elay, the Two Noble Kinsmen, and some
other pieces of Beaumont and Fletcher, besides those we have already
enumerated, would undoubtedly become favourite entertainments of the
stage, if the theatrical talents of the performers bore any kind of propor-
tion to the dramatic abilities of the writers. Since the directors of our
theatres in some sort hold the keys of the temple of dramatic fame, let
them do honour to themselves by throwing open their doors to Beaumont
and Fletcher! Seeing there are at present but small hopes of emul.ting
the transcendent actor, who so long and so effectually impressed on our
minds the excellence of Shakespeare, let them at least rescue their pers
formers from an immediate comparison, so much to their disadvantage, by
ﬁying their force on the characters of our authors! The Two Noble
insmen indeed has been ascribed (falsely, as we think) to Shakespeare.

““The Two Noble Kinsmen,” says Pope, ¢if that play be his, as there
@ tradition it was, and indeed it has little resemblance of Fletcher, and more
of our author, than some of those which have been received as genuine.”
Unhappy poets! whose very excellence is turned against them. Shake-
speare’s claim to any share in the Two Noble Kinsmen we have consi-
«dered at the end of that piece, to which we refer the reader. In this place

we shall only enter our protest against the authority of Pope, who ap
to have felt himself mortified and ashamed, when he ¢ dischar the dull
duty of an editor.” He surely must be allowed to discharge his duty with
reluctance, and most probably with neglect, who speaks of it in such’
terms. [n his preface indeed he has, with a most masterly hand, drawn
the outline of the poetical character of Shakespeare; but in that very
I)reface, by a strange perversion of taste, he proposes to throw out of the
ist of Shakespeare’s plays The Winter’s 1ule, which he considers as spu-
vious! On no better foundation, we think, has he asserted, that the play
of the Two Noble Kinsmen &as little resemblance of Fletcher. * There goes
a tradition,” that Garth did not write his own Dispensary; * there goes a
tradition,”. that the admirable translator of Homer, like Shakespeare him-
self, had little Latin, and less Greek; but what candid critic would coun-
tenance such a tradition? And is such a vague, blind, playhouse tradition
a sufficient warrant for one great poet to tear the laurel; from the brows of
another? "
The madern editors of Shakespeare contemplate with admiration that
indifference to future fame, which suffered him to behold with uncommon
apathy some of his pieces incorrectly printed during his life, without
att.gmpting td rescue them from the hands of barbarous editors, or pre-
paring for posterity a genuine collection of his works, supervised and
corrected by himself. 1In our opinion, the dedication and preface of He-
minge and Condell more than insinuate the intention of Shakespeare, h:d
e
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he survived, to have published such a collection.* But, be that as it may,
his supposed carelessness concerning the fate of his tpieces after they had
been represented, is not so very singular; many of the plays of Beau-
mont and Fletcher also having been inaccurately printed from stolen
copies during the lives of the authors, and the remnainder collected some
S’ears after their deaths, like the works of Shakespeare, by the players. Ben

onson appears to have been the only dramatic poet of that age, who paid
any attention to the publication of his works.

The old quarto copies of Beaumont and Fletcher have come down to us
exactly in the same state with the old quartos of Shakespeare. The printers
of those times not only copied, but multiplied the errors of the transcriber.
An editor, nay even a corrector of the press, seems to have been a character
of which they had not the smallest conception: Even the title-pages
appear to exhibit the very names of the authors at random; sometimes
anuouncing the play as the work of one poet, sometimes of another, and
sometimes as the joint production of both. A bookseller is somewhere
introduced as reprehending the saving ways of an ode-writer, who, he sup-
posed, merely to lengthen his work, would often put no more than three
or four words into a line. The old printers seem to have conceived the
sanie idca of the parsimony of poets, and therefore often without scruple
run verse into prose, not adverting to measure or harmony, but solely go-
verned zl:l{ the dimensions of the page, whether divided into columns, or
carried all across from one scanty margin to another. Their orthographyf

¢ ¢ We hope, that they outliving liimn, and he not having the fate common with some, to
be exequutor to his own writings;” &c. .
.ﬁsedicaﬁon of Shakespearc’s Works by Heniinge and Condell.
¢ It had been a thing, we confesse, worthy to have been wished, that the author himself
had lived to have set forth, and overscene his own writings; but since it kas been ordained
otherwise, and he by death departed from that right, we rfay ou doc not envy his friends,
the office of their care and pdine, to have collectéd and published them.” .
o ) . ) , Preface of Hcmiﬁe and Condell.
4+ Their orthography, &c.] To tliis article our ancestors seeni to have afforded very little
attention: ingemous for ingenuous; aller for altar, cozen for cousin, desert for desart, talents
for talons, then for than, &c. &c: continually occur in the old books. Nor does there scem
to have been any greater regard paid to proper names; one of our poets, for instance; we find
called Fleatcker, %:her; and Fletcher ; and the other, Beamont, Beantount; and Beaumont.
The name of SAakespeare is apelt at least a dozen ways. We are told, in the first note on the
Dunciad of * an autograph ot Shakspedre himself, whereby it appeared that he spelt his own
name without the firste.”  Yet cven this autograpl is not decisive. In the register-book at
Stratfoid upon Avon, the name of the family is rgularly entered Skakspere. In the poet’s
own will, which noiv lies in the Prerogative-Office, Doctor's Coinmons, his hame is spelt
THREE different ways. In the body of the will it is alwdys written Shackspeare : this, how-
ever, may be ascribed to the lawyer. The will consists of three sheets, the first of which is
legibly subscribied Skackspere; the two others Shakspeare. It must be acknowledged that
the hand-wrhing. as well as situation of the first signature; is different fromn that of the two
following: but it appears extraordinary that a stranger should attempt to falsify a signature,
which is usually subscribed to each sheet for the sake of givinig authenticity to so stlenin an
instrument, nns is, therefore, always taken to be the hand-writing of the testator. Mr.
ick, however, has now in his possession the lease of a house formierly situated in Blacks
Friars, and but lately taken down on account of the new bridge, which belofiged to that poet.
As a party to that lease he signs bis name Shakspeare; and the first syllable of his nime is
now pronounced in his hative county, Warwickshire, with the skort a, Skak- and not
Shkake speare. On the othet hand, it must be confessed; that the dialect df that county is
more provincial than classical, and we believe that all the families; who aré now known hy
the ‘s naine, both epell and pronounce it Shakespeare; which indeed seems most recon-
cilable to etimology, if etimology be at all concerned in so capricious a circumstance. Every
thing, however trivial, interests an English reader, from the reﬂnion it bears to that great poet;
which is the only excuse we have to og'er for %0 long a note on a point of so littlc importance.

is
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is so generally vicious and unsettled, and their punctuation so totally de.-
fective, that the regulation of either rarely merits the triumphs that have
8o often been derived from it. On the whole, however, these old copies
of our poets may by an intelligeft reader be perused with satisfaction.
The typographical errors are indeed gross and numetous ; but their very
number and grossness keeps the reader awake to the genuine text, and
commonly renders such palpable inaccuracies not prejudicial. The ge-
nuine work of the author is there extant, though the lines are often, like a
confused multitude, huddled on one another, and not marshalled and
atrayed by the discipline of a modern editor. ’

he first folio, containing thirty-four of out authors’ pieces, never till
then collected or ptinted, was published by the players, obviously tran-
scribed from the prompter’s books, commonly the most ihaccurate and
barbarous of all manuscripts, or made out piecemeal from the detached
parts copied for the use of the performers. Hence it hai)lpens, that the
stage-direction has sometimes crept into the text, and the name of the
actor is now and then substituted for that of the character. The tran-
scribers, knowing perhaps no language perfectly, corrupted all languages;
and vitiated the dialogue with false Latin, false French, false [talian, and
false Spanish; nay, as Pope says of the old copies of Shakespeare, ¢ their
very Vgelch is false.” '

The players, however, notwithstariding the cerisure of Pope, ¢ yet
from Cibber sore,” seem to have been, at least with regard to our poets, as
faithful and able editors as others of that period. It is most natural to
suppose that the playhouse manuscript contained the real work of the
author, though perhaps ignorantly copied, and accommodated to the use
of the theatre. A writer in lis closet often silently acquiesces in the ex-
cellence of a continued declamation; but if at any tine the audience, like
Polonius, cry out, * This is teo long,” such passages are afterwards natu-
rally curtailed or omitted in the representation; but the cutious reader,
“ being less fastidious than the proud spectator” (for in such terms Horace
speaks of the spectator) is gleased with the restoration of those passages
in print. ¢ Players,” says Pope, “ are just such judges of what is right,
as tailors are of what is graceful.” The comparison is more ludicrous and
sarcastic than it is just. The poet himself, who makes the clothes, may
rather be called the tailor; actors are at most but the empty beaux that
wear them, and the spectators censure or admire them. A tailor, however,
if players must be the tailors, though not equal in science to a statuary or
an anatomist, must yet be conceived to have a more intimate knowled
of the humun form than a blacksmith or a carpenterj and if many of the
actors know but little of the drama, they would probably have known still
less of it, had they not been retainers to the stage. Some improvements,
as well as corruptions of the drama, may undoubtedly be derived from the
theatre, Cibber, idle Cibber, wrote for the stage with more success than
Pope. ZEschylus, Sophocles, Plautus, aud Terence, were soldiers and
freedmen ; Shakespeare and Moliere were actors.

The second folio contained the first complete collection of the works of
Beaumont and Fletcher. Concerning that edition we have nothing to add
to what has been said by other editors, whose prefaces we have annexed
to our own.

The octavo editors of 1711 seemed to aim at little more than reprinting
our authors’ plays, and giving a collection of them more portable and cons

venient
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venient than the folioss Their text, however, is more corrupt than that
of either the quartos or folios, the errors of which they religiously pres
served, adding many vicious readings of their own, some of which have
been ¢ombated in very long notes by their successors.

In the year 1742, Theobald, on the success and reputation of his
Shakespeare, projected an edition of the works of Ben Jonson. What he
had executed of it, fell into the hands of Mr. Whalley, and is inserted in that
learned and ingenious gentleman’s edition. At the same time he exhibited
proposals for a publication of the p];{s of Beaumont and Fletcher; in
which he was afterwards assisted by Mr.Seward and Mr. Sympson: but
Theobald dying before he had committed more than the first and about
half the second volume to the press, the undertaking was continued
by the two last-mentioned gentlemen; and the edition thus jointly, or
rather severally, executed by Theobald, Mr.Seward, and Mr. Sympson, at
length appeared in the year 1750. These gentlemen were the first editors
of our poets who professed to collate the old copies, to reforin the punc-
tuation, and to amend the corruptions of the text. Some attempts also
were made to elucidate the obscurities, and enforce the excellencies of
their authors. How far we disagree or coincide with them will appear on
inspection of the particular passages to which their several observations
refer. At present it will be sufficient to declare, that we should have been
inclined to entertain a more respectful opinion of their labours, if they
had not very early betrayed that coufidence which every reader is tempted
to repose in an editor, not only by their carelessness, but by the more
unpardonable faults of faithlessness and misrepresentation, Their reports
of the state of the old copies can never safely be taken on trust, and on -
examination many of those copies will appcar to be both negligently col-
lated, and untruly quoted. Their punctuation also, notwithstanding theii
occasional self-approbation, is almost as inaccurate as that of the most
ancient and rude editions; and their critical remarks have, in our opinion,
oftener been well intended, than conceived. Their work, however, has in
the main conduced to the illustration of our authors, and we have seized
every fair occasion to applaud the display of their diligence, as well as the
efforts of their critical acuteness and sagacity. Such of their notes as
appeared incontestible, or even plausible, we have adopted without re-
mark ; to those more dubious we have subjoined additional annotations
those of less consequence we have abridged; and those of no importance
we have omitted.

In the present edition, it has been our chief aim to give the old text as
it lies in the old books, with no other variations, but such as the writers
themselves, had they superintended an impression of their works, or even
a corrector of the press, would have made. Yet even these variations, if
at all important, have not been made in silence. Notes, however, have
been subjoined to the text as bricfly and as sparingly as possible; but the
lapse of time, and fluctuation of language, Kave rendered some notes ne-
cessary for the purpose of explaining obsolete words, unusual phrases,
old customs, and obscure or distant allusions. Critical remarks, and con-
jectural emendations, have been seldlom hazarded, nor has any ridicule
been wantonly thrown on former editors, who have only sometimes been
reprehended for pompous affectation, and more frequently for want of care
and fidelity. Every inaterial comment on these plays has been retained in
this edition, though often without the long and ostentatious notes that

first.
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first introduced those comments to the public. At the same time, we have
religiously attributed every observation, ctitical or philological, to its due
author, not wishing to claim any praise as editors, but by industriotisly
endeavouring, as an act of duty, to collect from all quarters every thing
that might contribute to illustrate the works of Beaumont and Fletcher.

To conclude, we have beheld with pity and indignation the mean
rade of many modern editors, and we have endeavoured to fulfil theit
duties without imbibing their arrogance. We are perhaps too proud td
indulge so poor a vanity} at least, we are too much occupied to litigate
readings we think of small importance, and too honest to claim restorations
not our own, or to propose readings as corrections that are no more than
restorations. The stationer has not disgraced our authors with tobaccos
paper; the press, we trust, has done its duty § and the rolliugspress, at a
very considerable expence, has added its assistance. The cuts, if we are
not deceived, are for the most part ha fily designed, and well executed,
and will probably be deemed an agreeag e addition to the work: at least,
we may with truth assert, that no authors in the English language, pub-
lished at the same price, have so many and so valuable engravings,

The province of a painter and an editor are directly opposite. 1n the
first instance the canvas receives its chief value from t‘{e artist, and in the
second the artist derives almost all his consequence from the canvas.
The editor, if he lives, is carried down the stream of time by his author
and if the author be excellent, and his commentary judicious,

Still shall his little bark attendant sail,
Pursue the triumph, and partake the gale,

For our parts, we have been incited to this undertaking from a real adria
ration of these poets, grounded, as we apprehend, on their genuine excel.
lencies, and a thorough persuasion that the works of Beaumont and
Fletcher +ay proudly claim a second place in the English drama, nearer
to the first than the third, to those of Shakespeare; some of their plays
being so much in his manner, that they can scarcely be distinguished to
be the work of another hand.

- EXTRACT
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Tar following passage, extracted from Mr. Capell’s Notes on Shake-
speare’s Antony and Cleopatra, is particularly worthy the attention of the
readers of all the dramatic performances produced in that age. Without
adverting to the form ot the stage, and the nature of its decorations at that

eriod, several passages in old plays are rather obscure, and sometimes
scarcely intelligible.—]t were to be wished, indeed, that the ingenious
and elaborate commentator had quoted some authorities; but, from his
known ﬁdelity and diligence, there is no doubt but that the information '
here given may be depended on, as genuine and authentic.

¢ But this [thc custom qf Shakespeare’s stage, qf having womens’ parts

acted by boys] was not the only defect of the stage that these plays were
brought out upon; another, and more considerable, was its fittings out:
scenes were unknown to it; all its decorations were—certain arras or
tapestries in front, and some on the sides, with slips between: the platform
was double, the hinder or back part of it rising some little matter above
that in the front; and this served them for chambers or galleries, for
Juliet to hold discourse from with Romeo, and for Cleopatra in this pla
to draw up Antony dying*; and this upper stage too, it is probable, was
the place of performance for those little engrafted pieces that Shakespeare
has given us, as—the Play in Hamlet, Masque in the Tempest, &c.—the
persons to whom they were presented, sitting upon the lower. That this
was their stage’s construction, and continued to be so, (perhaps, as low
down as the general reform of it at the restoration, the ra of scenes and
of actresses) 1s evinced beyond doubting, from entries that are found in
some plays of rather a later date than the poet’s; in which are seen the
terms—upper, and luwer; and dialogues pass between persons, standing
some on the one and some on the other stage: and this form it received
from the earliest pieces produced on it,—the Mystcries: for the exhi-
bition of which, the platform had yet another division; a part beyond the
two we are speaking of, and rising higher than them ; upon which appeared
their Pater Celestis, attended by angels; patriarchs and glorified persons
ppon that in the middle, and mere men on the lowermost: and hell (a
most necessary member of these curious productions, for without there
had been no entertainment for some of their auditors) was represented b
a great gaping holé on the side of that platform, that vomited something
like flames; aut of which their greatest jokers, the devils, ascended at
times, and mixed with the men; and into which, they were commonl
driven in heaps at the drama’s conclusion : but this hell, and the higher
division, vaniehed with the mysteries; and the stage’s form, after that,
was as above. The poverty of this apparatus had one very considerable
effect upon the persons that wrote for it; the setting of which in its due

* This upper stage must have been also made use of in several of the lplays of our poets;
icularly in Bonduca, Maid's Tragedy, Custom of the Country, Loyal Subject, Chances,
E;u etess, Double Marriage, Knight of Malta, Love’s Cure, W oman's Prize, Island Prin-

cess, Night-Walker, Noble Kinsmen, Masqu.c, Four Plays; and probably in some others.
light

.
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light being of some consequence to the poet’s reputation, in a matter that
has been objected to him, it is upon that account chiefly that this detail
of his stage is entered into: naked as it was, and quite motionless ; without
scenes, or machinery, not so much as a trap-door for a ghost to rise out
of ; the spectator had nothing to aid him, or contribute to his deception:
fancy pieced out all these defects, as well as it could ; and its powers were

called out upon,—to imagine the same unchangeable spot to be a hall, a
" chamber, apalace, a cottage, a ship, lawn, ficld of battle, &c. This call
upon their auditors’ fancy, to which the poets were driven by their stage’s
peunuriousness, made them hardy to go a step farther, and bring things
upon it that cannot be represented on any stage; not even ugon the pre-
sent, under all its improvements, or under any other that can be imagined:
but they thought, and thought rightly,—that it was but a strain or two
more, and the same active power in their audience that could make them
see places and actions of which there was not even the shadow, could pic.
ture athers out to them of greater difficulty; such us—Pompey’s enter~
tainment on shipboard, and the monument scenes in this act,”



THE MAID’S TRAGEDY.
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t edition we meet with of this Tragedy was printed in 1619. The Commendatory
1 by Howard, Stanley, Herrick, and Waller, speak of Fletcher as the sole Author of it;
by Earle, ascribe it to Beaumont; but it is generally believed to be their joint produc-

It always met with great applause till the reign of Charles IT. who forbid its repre-
ion. Mr. Waller then wrote a new fifth act, rendering the catastrophe fortunate,
s pﬁnte}l in a volume of that gentleman’s poems; and with which Langbaine, and
: dramatic historiographers since, assert it was again brought on the stage, and received
ch applause as ever. But this revival is much doubted; because Mr. Fenton, in his
on Waller, says, he had been assured by his friend Southerne, that in the latter end of
ts 11.’s reign, he had seen this play acted at the Theatre-Royal, as it was originally
a by Fletcher; but never with Waller's alterations. '

PERSONS REPRESENTED.

MEen. | Wowmen.
EvaADNE, wife to Amintor.
'8, brother to the King. ASPATIA, troth-plight wife to Amintor,
R, @ noble Gentleman. ANTIPHILA, } { waiting - gentlewomen to
108, } brothers to Evadne. Ouymeias, Aspatia.
18, DuwLa, a lady.
\X, an old humorous lord, and father | Nignr,
} gentlemen. [to Aspatia. (1(1‘::::;;’;’ } masquers.
AS, a servant to Calianax. Zovrus,
' SCENE, Rhodes.
e ———
ACT I
er Clevn, Strato, Lyjsippus, and Luys. Nobl cEi\!’;leTar?tg:llsa'ng:‘:hnd by mé.
o . ! N
Diphilus. chZomes thy virtues home to Rhodes.
“HE rest are making ready, Sir. Thou, that with blood abroad buy'st us our
t Lys. So let them ; there’s time ce!

The breath of kings'is like the breath of gods;

h.
l§’ou are the brother to the king, my

;3 we'll take your word.
itrato, thou hast some skill in poetry,
ink'st thou of the masque?* will it
rell?

As well as masque can be.

As masque can be?

Yes; they must commend their king,
¢ in praise of the assembly; bless the
| bridegroom, in person of some god :
y'd to rules of flattery.
ee, good my lord, who is return'd!

My brother wish’'d thee here, and thou art here.

He will be too kind, and weary thee with

Often welcomes. But the time doth give thee

A welcome above his, or all the world's.

Mel. My lord, my thanks; but these

scratch’d limbs of mine

Have smke my love and truth unto my friends,

More than my tonguc c'er could. My mind’s
the same )

It ever was to you: Where I find worth,

I love the keeper till he let it go,

And then I follow it,

at thini'st thou of a maséue?] It should be, the masque. It was not then to be
nor does the J!rince mean 1o ask, whether it will be well to have one; but whether

ich is prepare
hew.

L

, will bea good one. This Strato’s answer and the

B

uel of the play
(X Sm'ars.
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Diph. Hail, worthy brother!
He, that rejoices not at your return
In safety, is mine encmy for ever.

Mel. 1 thank thee, Diphilus. But thou

art faulty;
I sent for thee to exercise thine arms
‘With me at Patria: Thou cam’stnot, Diphilus;
*Twas ill.

Diph. My noble brother, my excuse
Is my king's straight command; which you,

my lord,
Can witness with me.

Lys. "Tis true, Melantius;

He might not come, till the solemnity
Of this great match was past.

Diph.” Have you heard of it?

Mel. Yes, | have given cause to those, that
Envy my deeds abroad, to call me gamesome:
I have no other business here at Rhodes.

Lys. We have a masque to-night, and you

must tread
A soldier’s measure. [me:

Mel. These soft and silken wars are not for
The music must be shrill, and all confus'd,
That stirs my blood; and then I dance with

arms.
But is Amintor wed?

Diph. This day.

Mel. All joys upon him! for he is my

friend.
Wonder no. that I call aman so young my
friend: [perate;
His worth is great; valiant he is, and tem-
And one that never thinks his life his own,
If his friend need it. When he was a boy,
As oft as I return’d (as, without boast, [ine,
1 brought home conquest) he would gaze upon
And view me round, to find in what one limb
. The virtue lay to do those things he heard.
Then would he wish to see my sword, and feel
The quickness of the edge, and in his hand
Weigh it: He oft would make me smileat this.
His youth did promisc much, and hisripe years
Wil{ see it all perform’d.

Enter Aspatia, passing by.

Hail, maid and wife!
‘Thou fair Aspatia, may the holy knot
"That thou hast ty'd to day, last till the hand
Of age undo it! ‘may'st thou bring a race
Unto Amintor, that may fill the world
-Successively with soldiers!

Asp. My hard fortunes

.

[Act1.

Deserve not scorn; for I was never proud,
When they were . [Exi.
Mel. How's this?
Lys. You are mistaken,
For she is not married.
Mel. You said Amintor was.
Diph. Tis true; but——
Mel. Pardon me, I did receive
Letters at Patria from my Amintor
That he should marry her.
Lys. And so it stood
In all opinion long; but your arrival
Made me imagine you had heard the change.
Mel. Who hath he taken then?
Lys. A lady, Sir, :
That bears the light above her, and strikes dead
With flashes of her eye: the fair Evadne,
Your virtuous sister.
Mel. Peace of heart betwixt them!
But this is strange.
Lys. The king my brother did it
To honour you; and these solemnities
Are at his charge.
Mel. 'Tis royal, like himself. But I am sad
My speech bears so unfortunate a sound
To beautiful Aspatia. There is rage
Hid in her father’s breast, Calianax,
Bentlong against me; and he should not think,
If I could call it back, that I would take
So base revenges, as to scorn the state
Of his neglected daughter. Holds he still
His greatness with the king?
Lys. Yes. But this lady
Wal{s discontented, with her watry
Bent on the earth. The unfrequented woods
Are her delight; and when she sees a bank
Stuck full of flowers, she with a sigh will tell
Her servants what a pretty place it were
To bury lovers in; and make her maids
Pluck ‘em, and strew her over like a corse.
She carries with her an infectious grief,
That strikes all her beholders ; she will sin,
Themournful’st things tluteverearhathhuls,
And sigh and sing again; and when the rest
Of our young ladies, in their wanton blood,
Tell mirthful tales in course, that fill the room
With laughter, she will with so sad a look
Bring forth a story of the silent death
Of some forsaken virgin, which her grief
Will put in such a phrase, that, ere she end,
She’ll send them weeping one by ene away.
Mel. Sdhe has a brother® under my com.
mand,

2 She has a Urother, &'c.] The critics in all ages, upon dramatic poems, have laid it down
for a rule, that an incident should be prepared, but not prevented; that is, not foreseen, so as to
take off the surprise: For then the whole pleasure of the incident is pall'd, and has no effect
upon the audience or readers. These preparatives, therefore, must seem by chance to the spec-

tators, though they are always designedly thrown in by the poet.

¢ In multis cecconomia comi-

corum poeturum itd se habef, ut casu_putet spectator venisse quod consilio scriptorum factum
sit:" says Donatus upon Terence. This is the most artful preparation, that I remember in all
Beaumont and Fletcher's plays, for an incident which is in no kind suspected. M tius
says, he has a brother of Aspatia under his command, most like her in the softness of face and
feature. This brother never appears in any scene through the play: But when Aspatia comes

in boys clothes to fight with Amintor, to obtain her death from his hand, and tells

.m,
e FOI‘
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Like her; a face as womanish as hers;
But with a spirit that hath much out-grown
The number of his years.

Enter Amintor.

Cle. My lord, the bridegroom!

Mel. 1might run fiercely, not more hastily,
Upon my foe. I love thee well, Amintor;
My mouth is much too narrow for my hcart;
1 joy to look upon those eyes of thine;

u art my friend, but my disorder'd speech
Cuts off my love.

Amin. ’fchoq art Melantius ;

All love is spoke in that. A sacrifice,
To thank the gods Melantius is return’d
In safety! Victory sits on his sword, [dwell;
As she was wont: May she build there and
And may thy armour be, as it hath been,
Only thy u%ur and thy innocence!  [give,
What endless treasures would our enemies
That I might hold thee still thus!

Mel. I'm but poor . [mother
In words; but credit me, young man, thy
Could do no more but weep for joy to see thee
After long absence: All the wounds I have
Fetch'd not so much away, nor all the cries
Of widowed-mothers. But this is peace,
And that was war.

Amin. Pardon, thou holy god
Of marriage-bed, and frown not, I am forc'd,
In answer of such noble tears as those,

‘To weep upon my wedding-day. hear

Mel. 1 fear thou'rt grown too fickle, for I
A lady mourns for thee ; men say, to death;
Forsaken of thee ; on what terms, 1 know not.
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Amin. She had my promise; but the king
forbad it, [sister,
And made me make this worthy change, thy
Accompanied with graces far above her;
With whom I long to lose my lusty youth,
And grow old in her arms.
Mel. Be prosperous!

Enter Messenger.

Mess. My lord, the masquers rage for you.
Lys. VVe}are gone. Cleon, Strato, Di{)?li-
lus—3 * [trouble you
Amin. We'll all attend you.t™ We shall
With our solemnities.
Mel. Not so, Amintor:
But if you laugh at my rude carriage
In peace, I'll do as much for you in war,
When you come thither. YetI have a mistress
To bring to your delights; rough tho’ I am,
I have a mistress, and she has a heart,
She says; but, trust me, it is stone, no better;
There is no place that I can challenge in't.3
But you stand still, and here my way lies.®

Enter Calianax with Diagoras.

Cal. Diagorasi look to the doors better for
shame; you let in all the world, and anon the
king will rail at me—why, very well said—
by Jove, the king wiil have the show i'th’
© Diag. Why d logd?

Diag. y do you swear so, my loi
You kgow he‘yll havz it here. y [not.

Cal. By this light, if he be wise, he will

Diag. Aud if Ee will not be wise, you are
forsworn.

¢¢ For till the chance of war mark'd this smooth face
With these few blemishes, people would call me

My sister’s picture; and her, mine; in short,

1 am the brother to the wrong

v

& Aspatia;”

this fore-mention of the brother, here, makes the incident the more probable, and striking ;
as Amintor must have heard of such a brother, and could have no suspicion that he was going
to draw his sword against Aspatia. The audience arc equally amused with the fallacy.

Mr. Theobald.
3 Mr. Theobald's edition says here,
- Ezxeunt Lysippus, Cleon, Strato, and Diphilus.

but as we find no authority for this note of direction, we have not ventured to insert it, though
we believe our Authors intended those persons to depart at this place.

* We'll all attend you. We shall, &'c.] An explanation of this and Melantius's speech
seems requisite.  News being brought that the masquers wait, Lysippus is calling on the
company, and Amintor says, ‘“ We'll all attend you.” They depart, and Amintor, turning
to Melantius, continues, “ We shall trouble you with [beg you to partake of ] our solemnities.”
*No,” replies Melantius; ‘¢ thongh you may laugh at my being so uncourtly, you must ex-
cuse me: g!ut I have a mistress to bring to your diversions.” He then enters into a digression
about this mistress; till recollecting that it was necessary for Amintor to attend the exhibition,
and for him to fetch the lady, he interrupts himself wiﬁ; ““But I detain you, and ncglect my
own ent.”

S There is no place that I can challenge, gentlemen.] Thus the first edition reads; Mr.
‘Theobald’s,

There's no place I can challenge gentle in't;

All the intermcdiate copies exhibit the reading of the present text.
€ At the end of this scene, the old editions say, exit; that of 1711, ezcunt; Mr. Théobald's,
excunt sererally ; which, we apprehend, is the proper reading.
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Cal. One may swear out his heart with
swearing, and get thanks on no side. I'll be
gone—look to't, who will.

Dig. My lord, T shall never keep them
out. Pray, stay; your looks will terrify them.

Cal. My looks terrify them, you coxcombly
ass, you! I'll be judg'd by all’ the company,
whether thou hast not a worse face than 1.

Diag. I mean, because they know you and
your office.

Cal. Office! I would I could put it off: I
am sure | sweat quite through my office. 1
might have made room at my daughter’s wed-
ding: they have near kill'd her amongst them ;
and now I must do service for him that hath
forsaken her. Serve, that will. Exit.

Diag. He's so humorous since his daugh-
ter was forsaken.—~Hark, hark! there, there!
80, 30! Codes, Codes! [Knock within.]
What now?

Mel. [within] Open the door.

Diag. Who's there?

Mel. [within] Melantius.

Diag. I hope your lordship brings no troop
with you; for, if you do, I must return them.

Enter Melantius and a Lady.

Mel. None but this lady, Sir.

Diﬁ' The ladies are all plac’d above, save
those that come in the king's troop: The best
of Rhodes sit there, and there’s room.

Mel. 1 thank you, Sir. When I have seen
{ou plac’d, madam, I must attend the king;

ut, the masque done, I'll wait on you again.

Diag. Stand back there—room for my lord
Melanti ray, bear back—this is no place
for such youths and their trulls—let the doors
shut again.—No!—do your heads itch? T'll
scratch them for you.—So, now thrust and
hang.—Again! who is't now?—I cannot
blame my lord Calianax for going away:
"Would he were here! he would run raging
amonﬁ them, and break a dozen wiser heads
than his own, in the twinkling of an eye.—
What's the news now?

Within.] 1 pray you, can you help me to
the speech of the master-cook?

Daag. If I open the door, I'll cook some
of your calves-heads. Peace, rogues!—Again!
who is't?

Mel. [within.] Melantius.

Enter Calianax.

Cal. Let him not in.
Diag. O, my lord, I must. Make room
there for my lord.

Enter Melantius.

Is your lady plac’d?
gvl. st,P Sir,
I thank you. My lord Calianax, well met.
Your causeless hate to me, 1 hope, is buried.
_+,Cal. Yes, I d service for your sister here,
Thatdbrmgs my own poor child to timcless
eath:

[To Mel.

[Act1.

She loves your friend Amintor; such another
Falsc-hearted lord as you.
Mel. You do me wrong,
A most unmanly one, and I am slow
In wking vengeance! But be well advis'd.
Cal. 1t may be so. Who plac’d the lady

So near the Ppresence of the king? |, [there,
Mel. 1 did.
Cal. My lord, she must not sit there.
Mel. Why? [worth.

Cal. The place is kept for women of more
Mel. Moreworth thanshe? It mis-becomes
your age,
And place, to be thus womanish. Forbear!
What you have spoke, I am content to think
The palsy shook your tongue to.
. Cal. Why, 'tis well if 1 stand here to place
mens’ wenches. [safety,
Mel. 1 shall forget this place, thy age, my
And thorough all, cut that poor sickly week,
Thou hast to live, away from thee. "[whore.
Cal. Nay, I know you can fight for your
Mel. Bate the king, and be he flesh and
blood,
He lyes, that says it! Thy mother at fifteen
Woas black and sinful to her.
Diag. Good my lord!
Mel. Some god pluck threescore years from
that fond man, nour.
That I may kill him, and not stain mine ho-
It is the curse of soldiers, that in peace
They shall be brav'd by such ignoble men,
As, if the land were troubled, would with tears
And knees succour from 'em. 'Would,
that blood,
That sea of blood, that I have lost in fight,
Were running in thy veins, that it might make
Apt to say less, or a{le to maintain, thee
Should’st thou say more! This Rhodes, I see,
is nought
But a place privileg'd to do men wrong.
Cal. Ay, you may say your pleasure.

Enter Amintor.

Amin. What vile injury
Has stirr’d my worthy friend, who is as slow
To fight with words as he is quick of hand?

Mel. That heap of age, which I should re-
If it were temperate; but testy years [vercnce
Are most contemptible. ) :

Amin. Good Sir, forbear.

Cal. There is just such another as yourself.

Amin. He will wrong you, or me, or any
And talk as if he had no life to lose, [man,
Siace this our match. The king is coming in:
1 would not for more wealth than 1 enjoy,
He should perceive you raging. He did hear

. You were at difference now, which hast'ned

Cal. Make room there! him.
[ Huautloys play within.

Enter King, Evadne, Aspatia, lords and
ladies.

King. Melantius, thou art welcome, and
my love
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1 thee still: But this not a place
bblein. Calianax, join hands.
He shall not have my hand.

g. This is no time

ce you to it. I do love you both:

ax, you look well to your office;

ou, Melantius, are welcome home,

the masque! [choice.

. Sister, 1 joy to see you, and your

wok’d with my cyes when you took that

»py in him! . man:
l'_lRecorders play.

d. O, my dearest brother!

sresence 18 more joyful, than this day

t unto me.

THE MASQUE.
Night rises in mists.

kt. OUR reign is come; for in the rag-
1g sea

m isdrown’d, and with him fell the day.
.Cinthia, hear my voice; Iam theNight,
‘hom thou bear'st about thy borrow’d
B, longer thy pale visage shroud

r; no longer thy pale visage shroud,
tri’ke thyn;ﬁllver yhoms quiﬁ; through a

end a beam upon my swarthy face;
iich I may discover all the place
rersons, and how many longing eyes
’me to wait on our solemnities.

Enter Cinthia.

dull and black am I! I could not find
reauty without thee, I am so blind.
nks, they shew like to those eastern
reaks [breaks!
warn us hence, before the morning

Back},‘ my pale servant, for these eyes know
ow
To shoot far more and quicker rays than thou.
Cinth. Great queen, they be a troop for
whom alone
One of my clearest moons I have put on;
A troop, that looks as if thyself and I .
Had pluck’d our reins in, and our whips laid
To gaze u'gon these mortals, that appear
Brighter than we.
ight. Then let us keep 'em here ;
And never more our chariots drive away,
But hold our places, and out-shine the day.
Cinth. Great queen of shadows, you ‘are
pleas’d to speak [break
Of more than may be done: We may not
Thegods’ decrees ; but, when our time iscome,
Must drive away, and give the day our room.%
N%ht. Then shine at full, fair queen, and
y thy pow’r
Produce a birth, to crown this happy hour,
Of nymphs and shepherds: Let their songs
iscover,
Easy and sweet, who is a happy lover.
Or, if thou woo't, then call thine own En-
dymion,
From the sweet flow'ry bed he lies upon,
On Latmus’ top, thy pale beams drawn away;
And of this long night let him make a day.
Cinth. Thou dream’st, dark queen; that
fair boy was not mine,
Nor went I'down to kiss him. Ease and wine
Have bred thesc bold tales: Poets, when they

C,
Turn gods to men, and make an hour an age.
But I will give a greater state and glory,
And raise to time a noble memory
Of what these lovers are. Rise, rise, I say,
Thou pow'r of deeps; thy surges lade away,®

Juite thro’ a cloud.'_LThis is the reading of all the copies; but we think quick would be a
t

better word, and

erefore more likely to have been used by our Authors.

‘o this speech of Cinthia the ten following lines are first added in the edition of 1630,
| years after the death of Bcaumont, five after that of Fletcher. They have maintained
ituation in the text ever since; but as we apprchend they contain not the least poetic fire,
genious imagery, which can entitle them to a place with the other parts of this masque, or
* us to believe they came from either Beaumont's or Fletcher’s pen, we have ventured to
e them to this place; and apprehend, if any apology is necessary, it must be for not
" cutting off their association with the writings oF sugg deservedly-admired poets.

¢t Yet, while our reign lasts, lct us stretch our pow’r
To give our servants one contented hour,
With such unwonted solemn grace and state,
As may for ever after force them hate
Our brother's glorious beams; and wish the night
Crown'd with a thousand stars, and our cold light:
For almost all the world their service bend
To Pheebus, and in vain my light I lend;
Gaz'd on unto my setting from my rise
Almost of none, but of unquiet eyes.”

"Ry surges laid away.] The printed word hitherto has been laid; but I think it scarce
Neptune in leaving the ocean is never supposed either to bring his surges with him,

them aside, but barely to leave them. The word lade will signify his parting the waves

his trident to give him a free passage; which is an image quite poetical. Mr. Seward.
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Neptune t king of waters, and by me
Be proud th be commanded.

Neptune rises.
Nept. Cinthia, see,

Thy word hath fetch’d me hither: Let me

Wg I ascend? . [know,
inth. Doth this majestic show

Give thee no knowledge yet?

Nept. Yes, now I see
Something intended, Cinthia, worthy thee.
Go on; I'll be a helper.

Cinth. Hie thee then,
And charge the wind fly from his rocky den.
Let loose thy subjects; only Boreas,
‘Too foul for our intention, as he was, [here
Still keephim fast chain’d: Wemusthavenone
But vernal blasts, and gentle winds appear;
Such as blow flow'rs, and thro’ the glad

boughs sing

Many soft welcomes to the lusty spring:
These are our music. Next, thy watry race
Bring on in couples (we are pleas'd to grace
This noble night), cach in their richest things
Your own deeps, or the broken vessel, brings.*°
Be prodigal, and 1 shall be as kind,
Ang shine at full upon you.

Nept. Ho! the '* wind-
Commanding Eolus!

THE MAID'S TRAGEDY.

[Act‘l.

Enter Zolus out of a Rock.

Zol. Great Neptune?*

¢. He.

Zol. What is thy will?

Nept. We do command thee free
Favonius, and thy milder winds, to wait
Upon our Cinthia; but tie Boreas straight;
He’s too rebellious.

Zol. 1 shall do it.

Nept. Do.**

Aol. Great master of the flood, and all

below,
Thy full command has taken.——Ho! the
Neptune! [Main!
Vept. Here. .

Zol. Boreas has broke his chain,

And, struggling, with the rest has got away.

Nept. Let him alone, I'll take him up at

sea;
He will not long be thence. Go once again,
And call out of the bottoms of the main
Bluc Proteus, and the rest; charge them puton
Their greatest pearls, and the most sparkling

stone
The beaten rock breeds;*3 'till this night is
By me a solemn honour to the Moon. [done
FI;', like a full sail.

Zol. 1

am gone.

1© Tt has been suggested to us, by a gentlemen whose judgment we have the greatest reason

to rely on, and whose assistance we are hap

to enjoy, that this passage wants explanation.

‘We apprehend it means, * Bring on in couples your watry race, naiads, tritons, 8c, adorned
with the richest ornaments your waters naturally produce, or which wrecked vessels can fur-

nish them with.” So afterwards, in Neptune’s charge to

ZEolus, he says, < Tell them to put

on their greatest pearls, and the most sparkling stone the beaten rock Lreeds.”

12 Ho! the wind

Commanding Zolus!] All the editions have mistaken the intention of the authors here.

*Tis well known

olus, in poetic fable, was the master and controuler of the winds; which

he was supposed to keep bound in a cave, and to let loose upon the ocean as he was com-
manded by Neptune. He is therefore called here the wind-commanding Aolus; a com-
pound adjective which must be wrote with an hyphen, as I have reformed the text. The
editors were led into a mistake by the word being divided, and put into two lines for the pre-
servation of the rhyme. I ought to take notice, for two reasons, that both Mr. Seward and
Mr. Sympson joined with me in starting this correction: Because it is doing justice to the
sagacity of my friends; and, besides, it 1s certainly a great confirmation of the truth of an
emendation, where threc persons, all distant from one another, strike out the same observa-

tion: My. Theobald. -
42 In the first edition of this play we read,
Nept. Do, master of the flood and all Lelow ;
Thy full command has taken. Hol. Ho! the main;
Neptune. Nept. Here. :

In all the others, the blanks between do and master is filled up with the- word
Seward would fill it up with /#e’re, and give the speech to Neptune; thus,
Nept. Do.
We're master of the flood, and all below
Thy full command has taken. Hol. Ho! the main!
Neptune !'—Nept. Here.

We have followed Mr. Theobald's edition; thinking his mode, however aukward and hasty
the departures and re entrances of Zolus may be, preferable to Mr. Seward's conjecture; and
also to the older editions, which cannot be followed; for our Authors could not mean to make
Neptune call Folus “ master of the flood.”

¥3 The beaten rock breeds.] The old quarto’s read, lcating; the edition of 1711, bearing;
Mr. Theobald's, teaten; which we suppose to be the true reading.

great. Mr.



Act1.)

Cinth. Dark Night,
Strike a full silence; do a thorough right
‘To this t chorus; that our music ma
Touch high as Heav'n, and make the t
break day
At mid-night. [Music.
SONG.
Cinthia, to thy power and thee,

e obey.
Joy to this great cm y!
And no day
Come to steal this night away,
*Till the rites of love are ended;
And the lusty bridegroom say,
Welcome, light, of all befriended.

Pace out, you watry pow'rs below ;
Let yO}l‘ll‘ fe&‘t,
Like the gallies when row,
sauEven beat. v
Let your unknown measures, set
0 still the winds, tell to all,

‘That gods are come, immortal, great,

To honour this great nuptial.

[The measure.

SONG.
Hold back thy hours, dark Night, till we have
The dz

y will come too soon; [done:
Young maids will curse thee if thou steal’st

away,
And lenv’:nt their losses ogcn to the day:
Suay, stay, and hide
‘The blushes of the bride. [cover
Stay, gentle Night, and with thy darkhess
The kisses of her lover. [cryings,
Stay, and confound her tears, and her shrill
Her weak denials, vows, and often dyings;
Stay, and hide all;
Baut help not, tho’ she call.

Nept. Great queen of us and Heav'n, hear
what I bring

THE MAID'S TRAGEDY. k4

To make this hour a full one,
If not o’ermeasure.*4

Cinth. Speak, sea’s king.

Ngnt. ’I’ﬁ?" tunes nl‘l;g Anmphitrite joys to

ave,
When they will dance upon the rising wave
And court me as the sailslfo My Trit::gs, plq,
Music to lead a storm ; I'll lead the way.
] [Measure.

SONG.

To bed, tobed; come, Hymen, lead the bride,
And lay her by her husband’s side: -

Bring in the virgins every one,

That grieve to lie alone; [maid;
That they may kiss while they may say, a
To-morrow, ‘twill be other, kiss’d, and said.

Hesperus be long a-shining,

Whilst these lovers are a-twining.

Aol. Ho! Neptune!
Nept. Aolus. ‘
Zol. The seas go high,
Boreas hath rais'd a storm: Go and apply
Thy trident; else, 1 Fmphesy, ere day
‘Many a tall ship will be cast away.
Descend with all the gods, and” all their
To strike a calm. 16
Cinth. A thanks to ev'ry one, a.nfot::ron-
gratulate
So great a service, done at my desire,
Ye shall have many floods, fuller and higher
Than you have wished for; no ebb shall
To let the day see where your dwellings are.
Now back unto your government in haste,
Lest your proud charge should swell above the
And win upon the islang. [waste,
Nept. We obey.

[ Neptune descends, und the sea gods.
Cinth. Hold up thy head, dead Night; seest
thou not Day?

The East begins to lighten: I must down,
And give :xe?‘brother place.

14 Jf mot her measure.] This is the reading of the old quarto’s. Mr. Theobald not com- -
prehending the passage, arbitrarily exﬂungu it. The easy alteration admitted into the text is
the emendation of Mr. Seward; which certainly (as he says)“ by a very slight change, restores
good sense to the words.’

15 The tunes my Amphitrite joys, &c.] The old editions read, TaY funes, which is plainly
an error of the press. The meaning of the passage is briefly this: Neptune tells Cynthia,
that in order to add to the celebrity of the present hour, he has brought those airs, with which
Amphitrite was wont to be delighted, as the prelude to a storm; and which, accordingly, he
orders his tritons to play.

36 Mr. Theobald remarks, ¢ As the rhymes are here interrupted, something mus¢ be lost; a
4 defect which is not to be s:‘rplied by conjecture.” However, in that gentleman’s edition we
find this defect partly supplied; for he reads,

Descend with all thy Gods, ard all their power,

To strike a calm. z'inlh. We thank you for this hour:
My favour to you all. 7o gratulate

So great a service, Xc.

‘We have followed the old copies; from which we never chuse to d , a8 Mr. Theobald
often does, without any authority, without.improving the poctry, or adding to the sense.
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Night. Oh, I could frown
To see the Day, the Day that flings his light
Upon my kingdom, and contemns old Night!
Let him go on and flame! I hope to see
Another wild-fire in his axletree;  [queen.
And all fall drench’d. But I forgot, speak,
‘The day grows on; I must no more be seen.
Cinth. Heave up thy drowsy head again,
A greater light, a greater majesty, - [and see
Between our sectand us!*? Whipup thyteam!
Theday-break’shere, and yon sun-flaring beam
Shot from the South. Say which way wilt
thou go?

tActs.

Night. T'll vanish into mists.
Cinth. 1 into day.
THE MASQUE ENDS.

King. Take lights there. Ladies, get the
bride to bed. C [toz;
We will not see youlaid. Good-night, Amin-
We'll ease you of that tedious ceremony.
Were it my case, I should think time run slow.
If thou be’st noble, youth, get me a boy,
That may defend my kingdom from my foes.
Amin.” All happiness to you.
King. Good-night, Melantius. [ Ezeunt.

[ Exeunt.

et ———

ACT 1II. i

Enter Evadne, Aspatia, Dula, and other
ladies. '

Dula. MADAM, shall we undress you for
this fight?
‘The wars are naked, you must make to-night.
Evad. You are very merry, Dula.
Dula. 1 should be merrier far, if ‘twere
With me as ’tis with you.
Evad. How’s that?
Dula. That I might go to bed with him
Wi’ th' credit that you do.*$
Evad. Why, how now, wench?
Dula. Come, ladies, will you help?
Evad. T am soon undone.
Dula. And as soon done:
Good store of clothes will trouble you at both.
Evad. Art thou drunk, Dula?
Dula. Why, here’s none but we.
Evad. Thou think’st, belike, there is no
modesty
When we are alone. lEaright.
Dula. Ay, by my troth, you hit my thoughts
Evad. You pric{ me, lady.
Dula. 'Tis against my will.
Anon you must endure more, and lie still ;
You're best to practise.
Evad. Sure this wench is mad. had
Dula. No, faith, this is a trick that I have
Since I was fourteen.
Evad. 'Tis high time to leave it.
Dula. Nay, now I'll keep it, "till the trick
leave me,

A dozen wanton words, put in your head,

Will make you livelier in your husband’s bed.
Evad. Nay, faith, then take it.

Dula. 'I‘aKe it, madam? where?
